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The Satan’s Journey . 


La jornada de Satan (La journée de Satan) © Pierre Lérmite 


DREAM... 


Behold, Satan, who they destroy themself 
fools, not knowing why. 

They instill hatred, daring and cunning... 
Are not you happy, tell me? 

Yes... 

but... 


Look at them, Satan, with what pride 
and arrogance-righteous, wise... 

You gave them pride. You sure... 

Are not you happy, say? 

YeS i 

but... 


Look at how they stack their wealth 
and how they rob and exploit. 

You gave them the greed for money... 
Are not you happy, say? 

Yes... 

but... 


Envy devours, lust 

and they have been brutalized gluttony; 
are disturbed by the sense of anger; 
modesty laziness being robbed... 

Is not it follow the path 

you wanted to continue, say? 

Are not you happy, say? 

Yes... 

but... 


Satan, you're the big winner! 

You're wrong. I'm always the big beat. 
Who is the winner? 

Do not you know? 
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Love! 


Manuel Barhey. (Songs of Life). 
Editions of the "Revue Internationale" (Brussels). 


INTRODUCTION 


For centuries men believed that the vastness of the sky was empty. 

Until a day savants invented the first telescope. So warned, shocked, that this empty sky was full of great stars, with which our earth does 
not mean anything but a miserable particle of dust lost in space. 

Wake and his curiosity, but not satisfied, honed his instrument and focused at infinity. 

His astonishment turned into a sort of fright and dizziness. The new telescope revealed, in fact, that the stars were so numerous as grains of 
sand on the shores of the sea. And, after those innumerable worlds, there are certainly others that the human eye, even the most powerful armed 
with crystals, I could not see into the depths of the Infinite. 

And all this was not a figment of the imagination superexcitada. The men had tangible proof of the truth revealed through his telescope. The 
photographic plate of the sky was white, so many worlds turned to her in the Milky Way, and the perceptible part of the sky. 

So in the remaining ... 

But the universe of stars, disconcerting, is not only a material universe, which is nothing compared to the multitude of beings, good or bad, 
that populate the mystery of the Unseen. 

Among the poor human creature and God there is a whole multitude of the spirits ... crowd that the human brain can not enumerate. 

Multitudes evidently opposed. 

In encuéntranse Scripture, everywhere, evidence of the existence of good angels. 

But they are also evidence of the existence of fallen angels, demons. And in this book is to treat them precisely, their presence among us of 
his stubbornness hurt us and their infernal skill. 

You need to know, first of all, the existence of our enemy to guard it, to outrun or fight. 

Like the Church, by the mouth of his priests, he spewed every day, at the end of all Masses celebrated in the world, every Christian should 
know that your adversary the devil prowls around him constantly, watching eagerly the opportunity to seize him, convict him, and that it should 
resist with all the energy of faith. 

This book is written to remind everyone of this serious truth, life or death. 

Since our appearance on earth, we have a very strong opponent, very clever, who follows us step by step, disguised in a thousand ways, 
stirring occasionally to kill the soul, taking advantage of everything to make us sin. 

That is, until the very moment of that last fight which is our agony. 

And stubborn to the end, when they can not make us sin, fulfills the slogan of torment, to make die between despair and terror that awaits us. 

The fallen angel is stronger than us. 

Meet our eastern border. Watch our life. Not know what sins ever committed. But he also knows, and even more certainty, that every day we are 
willing to commit. 

If God does not limit its evil aggressive crush us, as the millstone crushes the grain, as he had dreamed of crushing the apostle Peter, if 
Christ had not come between him and the first Pope of the Church. 

Because, really comforting-before the might of the devil, Jesus Christ the Saviour rises with all its infinite thanks redecci6dn to protect us 
in the harsh and hellish combat. 


AK 
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The prodigious tactic of Satan is disguise. 

He does not exist. 

He's a legend for people naive. 

A story to scare small children. 

The men of the world, scientists are especially disdainful shrug when, by chance, they speak of the devil. 

The worst is that there are a number of Christians who think, as people of the world, that Satan is only a fiction, an invention of fearful 
devotees. 

I attended the production of a film concerning the Sister Therese. In that tape, there would be a visible intervention of Satan. And to 
embody, had chosen a first-class actor. 

Then, after a lively discussion, finally agreed to delete those scenes, for fear of public reaction, which - oh, contradiction! - So I gladly 
accepted the intervention of Mephistopheles in Faust, the most popular of operas 


KK 


Is not there a devil? 

Did you not read the Bible, where he was appointed everywhere? Not even the Gospel? You forget that Jesus constantly had expelled demons 
lodged in the body or the soul of the sick ... 

...-That even with Jesus Christ, has been tempted, in his own person, Satan, tempted three times, and that such temptations are staggered in a 
logical order, in ascending levels ... gluttony, vanity, pride supreme. 

Every year, you yourself read these temptations of Satan in the Gospel that is specifically devoted to them. 

Let us now derive the conclusion: the disciple is not above the Master. 

You also have your demon, demons, especially if you are "someone" if you represent for him a special opponent. 


KK 


What Satan does not exist? You read the Lives of the Saints recognized by the Church. 

Listen, in private, the story of certain missionaries in countries that still have no contact with the Christian faith and where Satan reigns 
as master. 

What Satan does not exist? 

Go and ask the Holy Curé of Ars, who has struggled all his life with the trickster, as he called it. 

What Satan does not exist? 

Look for yourself. If you are sincere, you will notice how often he has pushed, by both shoulders, to guilty acts. Joseph de Maistre wrote: "I 
knew no other consciousness than that of an honest man, my own. At times, it was awful!” 


KK 


In a form and in an environment that I reconstituted, after much reading hagiographic, which approximates the Christian objectivity 
Significantly more than the form, so pagan, of Dante, I have presented facts before it, all your starting point in the throbbing reality of 
life. 

He could cite many more, even more marked, tested by me in my long life as a priest in Paris, and especially, in the exercise of my ministry 
as priest of Montmartre. 

More thorough testing although the existence of angels and constant bloody offensive in our life, I considered that these events include 
chapters banned, because Satan would take probecho of them. 

Hence it would be, above all, that the "best" would be adverse for good. 


KK 
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But as it is, this book will still provide the Christian soul a real comfort, because if the battle is tough and relentless, if the gates of 
Hell are terrible for us poor human beings, Christ is stronger than Satan and all his demons. 

And, if there is evil angels there too, and in greater numbers, and pious faithful angels in the service of our souls, angels, backed in God 
is stronger than the damned. If each of us has to ruin him, a personal devil, also has his beloved guardian angel. 

That is why what the voice that rises above the din of the great battle is just a word of hope. It is a word of certainty: Confidete ... Have 
confidence, I have overcome the world. 

Armed with this Winner's grace, we too will cross the battlefield, perhaps numerous times and hurt badly, but even so, victorious, and 
reconocidisimos to Him who never abandons the Christian faith has retained its power and its love. 


PART I 


THE CALL OF SATAN 
MAJOR EVENTS AHEAD 


THE HOPE OF SATAN 

HOW TO HURT THE INACCESSIBLE? 
LOVE AND HATE FACE TO FACE 
LUCIFER'S PLAN 


Chapter I 
THE HOPE OF SATAN 


Above the villages and towns... 

Above the valleys and mountains... 

On the cliffs and the sea... 

Through the giant worlds that revolve in the solitude of the celestial spaces... 

In the ocean of the Invisible... 

Satan suffers from inexorable boredom... 

Magnificent for his angelic nature, he, the closer to God... he, Lucifer, the light bearer, has become the Prince of Darkness. 

His kingdom is the night... 

His soul is full of bitterness at the thought of that Good Being who is all Being; and which he believed accurately touched his non existent 
boundaries... 

He, the most beautiful of creatures, had dreamed of surpassing, to dethrone the Creator. 
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And yet, looking so perfect, so bright that the glare of the suns, compared with its light, was nothing but a rude shadow, this magnificence 
had exalted to the vertigo. 

It was proud, he had become the pride same, personified. 

And this pride, embodied in it and never satisfied had unleashed his a foolish rebellion against Him who is all Life, all beauty, all Love. 

And it had become the eternal beat. Because noneone can never be equal to God. 

What further exacerbates the suffering of Lucifer is that, apart from the appalling contrast between what was and what it is, apart from the 
humiliation of his immense pride, his whole being is like immersed in a hatred as impotent and inextingible first term against the God who is 
still his God, and who formerly has served as such. 

The hatred is sad. 

Lucifer hates with all his being. 

He hates the angels who remained faithful. 

He hates the archangel Michael, his personal adversary, who, in a terrible grief, has knocked down. 

Hate, finally and above all, to this miserable creature, this earth worm called man, which was one of the causes of their rebellion. 

A pebble can break down a giant. 

And as a drop of water is precious to those who die of thirst, the misery of man is the only consolation of the fever that devours it. 

And that is why Lucifer is sad, feeling himself empty of all love. 

It is the wanderer, who has no homeland, which has lost everything because he lose God. 

There is exist only an exit to him, a new rebellion, better prepared than the first, for to enable him to break his chains, forcing the door 
of paradise lost... and settle there instead of God. 

Oh, that day! 

Victory Day of the Hate over the Love... 

The Evil crushing the Good. 

Satan expelling to God. 

Given this thought, Lucifer is shaken. 

And with a terrible voice his evokes it in advance, preparing for tomorrow, that is, the mobilization of all of the Hell, for a massive 
attack: 

...-TO me, all the cursed archangels!... 

...TO me, demons of all kinds and of all ranks!... 

...-Let’s gonna all be united in the same eagerness for to take over the Heaven Go launch ourself with a frantic ardor, in a last battle, in 
which we have nothing to lose, because we have lost everything. 

...Let’s gonna open widely the gates of Hell, and that all prisoners be grouped with me!... 

The enemy is God! 

The piece that we hunt, the man!... 


The way to achieve it? All the media... As long as we get it! 
To me!... To me!... 

And in deep resonances, his lone voice is lost in the void: 
To me!... To me!... 

Chapter II 


HOW TO HURT THE INACCESSIBLE? 


And Satan embarks on its march again, in the blackness. 
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Where does he walk? Does not know. 

Same as devoured by fever, whose arms cleaved the void... 

As well as the guilty, that to justify his crime, and reinvoke and reinvokes relentlessly, with his restless spirit, the motives that prompted 
him to act... 

And Satan, tortured by his obsession, he says, recounts and summarizes their grievances. 

He feel the need, constantly renewed, to justify to himself the revolt that caused the misfortune. 

This rebellion had begun, at the bottom of the millennia, when God, who could remain infinitely happy in the splendor of a populous sky of 
Angels, Archangels, Cherubims, Powers and heavenly spirits, announced that his infinite love, in its expansion diffuser , would overflow the 


borders of the Paradise to create, under all of us, a new being, which would be, in turn, spirit and matter... body and soul... a free creature, 
who would love him with all the merit of a freedom unknown in the sky. 
God wanted that creature will be happy... Place it in a new paradise, and this paradise, among the giant planets, would this speck of dust 


called Earth. 

Yes, God had said this, and if he had said, it was determined to do so. 

And Satan talks to himself: 

..-An idea like this was so unexpected, so useless, so inferior, that promoted the immediate rebellion against a host of angels against a God 
that left to be God, since, solemnly announced foolish things. 

I stood at the head of the movement... 

And my rebellion dragged legions of angels as I thought. 

The divine position, then, to occupy. 

And he had to occupy myself, since I was Lucifer, the light bearer, the first after God. 

Were engaged then a formidable battle in the heavenly places... San Miguel, next... I, on the other. 

I was defeated, precipitated to the bottom of hell. 

And here is the first phase of the rebellion, phase I keep, and keep, an eternal obsession. 

But falling into the abyss, I had sworn revenge me! 

Revenge on who? Ay!... Not God, for I have found for my desperation, that I can not hurt him directly. 

...In this gigantic struggle, was revealed to me how I did not knew about him. 

It is the ineffable, the Inaccessible. 

And no matters, I want to get hurt and catch up, despite all... I want him! 

I will strike him in this cursed man, this baby, an amalgam of matter and spirit, who loves likes a senile father loves for his last child. 

I will kill your Adam! Yes, I will kill you! 

And I did, before mine, a solemn oath. 

I wanted to take care, I just, of doing so. 

...L then entered the Garden of Eden and how a overlapping skill! I saw there a man and a woman who had, in fact, looked very happy, 
surrounded by a prodigious nature. 

I have watched, studied. I researched what was their weak point. 

And I said: If I can take over the woman, I will take possession of the man, poor man, that camouflaged iron rod! 


I have taken over the woman ... and most easily, by pride. I have heard, I have flattered, I have discovered false perspestivas have dazzled. 
But I know that God has forbidden to eat from this fruit... Why? I asked, intrigued. 
Because if you eat from it, would be "divine", or equal to God... You're beautiful, Eva ... But what beauty would be yours, if your human form 


will be on the aura of divinity? 
And this woman, who knew nothing, I have fascinated. 
She had believed. 
And finally, given the irreparable step of taking the fruit and eat it. 


And that was the fall... And do not fall alone. Because after you eat of that fruit, Adam were infused the desire to do what she did. 
And both succumbed. 


The disappointment of God was immense. 
So much love was put into the creation of these two beings... And demanded so little to assert its sovereignty. 
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They were expelled from the Paradise, of this paradise which God himself had prepared so carefully for their beloved. 
I had destroyed the work of the Creator. 

I had lost the first battle. 

But the winner of the second, I was. Me!... 


Chapter III 
LOVE AND HATE FACE TO FACE 


At this point, Lucifer is reconcentrated, folding lips bitterly: 

I was the winner. 

Yes, but had not counted on this intimate and mysterious force that is strange and they call Love 

The foolishness of God has had mercy on those two beings, so grievously fallen, condemned, they and their descendants, to a miserable life, 
forced to earn his bread by the sweat of his brow, exposed to disease, pain, the death... 

He decided to rescue them from the mire of sin and from the blood and poured. 

He wanted to save them, yet! 

Why them? What about me, right? 

Satan grinds his teeth and repeat the question: Yes... Why them and not me? 

Would it have been necessary for me, Lucifer, humbled me, that begs forgiveness... 

And that, ever!, ever! 

...Since everything is paid for with suffering, and God can not suffer, his son became a man. All love is unspeakable that lies behind this 
mystery! God, in this thing that became material, low, corruptible, that they call flesh. 

Every time I understand less. 

And thank you for this marvelous lowering to his nature, men have persecuted, mocked... 

Lucifer was a sardonic grin. 

That strikes me as not of men. I know them, and appreciate his miserable value. When they say that man is a wolf to man, they insulted the 
wolfs, because if they are hungry, they kills for to eat. 


..-And despite the ferocity of man, the Word was not discouraged. Loved him even more... He said disconcerting words... beat truly in them a 


crazy love: I have loved you more than a mother love her child... Even if a mother can come back from their son, I do not ever forget you.. I 
did not just crush the cane creek... 


Finally, after having lavished unqualified for the good of his people, having full of miracles and healings, that people crucified him wildly, 


shouting "His blood be on us and on our children! 
And yet this has not been sufficient to warm the love of Christ. He wanted to stay among these monsters, and become their food. 
It's nonsense! And if there was a stronger word than folly, I will say it. 
It's frantic, incomprehensible!... 
But it has happened. 
And the consequence is that is that I have lost the third fight. 
But God is tenacious, Lucifer wants to be like him so much 


..-L do not feel like a coward. I have come to have in my power to men, therefore, I can go get it. And through him I will smite his Creator. 


My hatred has become the reason of my existence. 
What would I do, if I will not hate! 

I hate so much as God loves. 

Prepare tomorrow's offense, therefore. 

It will be awful! 
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I go around of the humanity to divide, to keep out thinking about his destination. I dream to materialize it fully, mechanized, rot... And 
even with propel-and that's my final goal-, to the removal itself, to be annihilated in a monstrous suicide that no one has ever had any idea 
and that will be the history of tomorrow. 

At one time, I did Cain kill Abel... 

Over the centuries, have raised some nations against each other. All these are nothing more than child's play! 

Today, taught by experience, I have sucesfully divided the earth into two enemies. He armed each of these blocks in a hellish. The war that I 
foresee as prepare the total, which is the last of the earth. 

It is therefore necessary for me to win. 

Among men, there will be no winners or losers. Only survivors, some crazed cores on land in flames, thanks to a higher science fueled for my 
hatred. 

That battle is my battle. I will decide the date and time. On the other hand the Book of Revelation predicted it. 

God loved man... 

But I remove the man... 

And kill the man by man, but to destroy the flesh. Do they call me the the imitator monkey of God? It will be tragic to the last drop of 
blood. 

And to prepare for this fight, I will do a count of my strength, like a magazine, in part, pending to the great Night. 

I have, therefore, above all, a journey of mine, a true journey of Satan. 

Summarizing the reports of my subordinate subjects, multiplying the result of the individual acts may, I can in advance, make an idea of what 
will be the final battle, in which God, overcome at last, leave the earth to its sorry fate. 

Oh, that day!... 

The Prince of Darkness transformed into the Prince of world, launched the assault to the sky! 

At that time, the jaws of Lucifer grind to impulses of the desire. 

So arrogant, dismissive, authoritarian, Satan whistled through the space for to call his owns... 

This time I will not be talking to himself. 

I’m going to give his orders. 

And faith in Lucifer, these orders will be fulfilled!... 


Chapter IV 
LUCIFER'S PLAN 


That was scary. 

From all corners of the Invisible came, sinister, the whole army of evil. 

Angels, Archangels, Seraphims, Cherubims, Powers, Thrones, Infernal spirits, everything that had once belonged to the court of God and glory, 
now cursed, had become the court of Satan. 

There they stood, stripped of their ideal beauty, but her intelligence intact... 

They had rebelled against God... Today, they had become slaves of Satan. 

Quiet, attentive to the voice of command, awaiting orders, as servants wait for instructions from his master. 

And the master speaks... 

He speaks, her voice shaking with anger. 

Externalizes the projects he just does, and his words are like sculpted iron: 

...We are on the verge of colossal events, in which the land will perish odious and men who live there, because of our catastrophe. 

Also she will live terrible hours. 

.. Until here, in a fragmentary way, we tried to destroy the love causing civil and national wars. I started doing that Cain killed Abel. 
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And after that, the work continued. 

...Some days, very frequently, from the history have been done a beautiful job. We have seen battlefields turned into human cemeteries, where 
countless corpses desperately raised his arms to an indifferent and hermetic sky. 

Today the war is going to be universal. What is at stake is the world's destruction. 

On the one hand, all the civilized Christians with God. 

On the other hand, I, you, commanding hordes of bloodthirsty, destruction and lust. 

And in this cataclysm without precedent, you will have to reserve to me the lion's share. 

What a show! 

Lucifer's face lights up with infernal joy. His eyes shine brightly wild. 

His fingers hooked open as if it were to strangle the humanity. 

Lucifer evokes hundreds of millions of yellow skinned men, Chinese, Mongols, Russians, rushing, with the anger in his hearts, flickering 
against the building of modern civilization, against all that remember or represents the efforts of the generations to Truth and Beauty, 
palaces, castles, museums, churches, charities, cathedrals, all these splendours crushed under the bombs, which revealed the secret hell. 

..-All the wretched of the earth, poisoned, corroded by bacteria, becoming slaves to the orders of the prince of this world, and that Prince 
will be me. 

All that humanity that survives this then has his paradise, that is, his hell, as I have found the mine. 

...And free of the man, will we will jump, finally, the assault to the sky! 

This is currently being prepared in secret arsenals and in the mystery of the laboratories. 

The wise piled mountains and mountains of bombs. 

But the naive think that it will be never used. 

To continue believing it. 

I, on the fateful hour, I will find the man who, with resolved gesture, light the fuse and apply it to the magazine in the world! 

Then will come, indeed, the final struggle, the mournful death knell of all mankind! 

Where is the love, stupid love, in this unspeakable annihilation? 

Where is then your famous victory, hated God? 

Hate is the owner and master of the battlefield, the master of all. 

And the Hate...I am! 

And on the ruins of your world, destroyed by those who wanted them to save at all cost, I will proclaim the triumph of my revenge. 

Lucifer, the convicted, he will have defeated Christ the Savior! 

Lucifer... Me!... 


II 
THE STAFF OF SATAN COME TO HIS CALL 


SUPERB 
AVARICE 
LUST 
ENVY 
GLUTTONY 
WRATH 
SLOTH 
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Chapter V 


SUPERB 


This fiery speech, a wounded cry was heard in the midst of a fearful silence. 

Trembling, quivering, the demons have heard the Archangel. Obviously, because quite often heard such prophecies of disaster. 

But today the threat materializes. It seems well founded. It relies on new facts, and a total change of the behavior of mankind. 

In contrast, under them, the earth sleeps... land, with its cities, villages, palaces, convents, churches. Sleep in the reassuring arms of the 
night. 

But, at intervals shown tonight pierced by spotlights violent complaints of late night parties, dances, cabarets, amusement centers. 

And Satan smiles, watching them. 

Because over there is his vanguard, his accomplices, more particularly in charge of disorders, corrupt, dissolve the dynamism of youth. 

Called his captains, who constitute the staff of evil. He calls them by name, hard voice that does not support any reply: Pride, Avarice, 
Lust, Envy, Gluttony, Wrath and Sloth. 

They also are famous chiefs, having for title glory in disorganization immense ruins of the world. 

Pride, called first, is presented. 

Tall, strong, straight, heels together, pride in his eyes. 

Lucifer watches, with pleased view: 

-I salute you, in you I recognise my image. You are the firstborn of my soldiers. At the dawn of the world was with you how I tempted the 
woman. And with his fall, I won my first battle... 

Then you have continued. Your work is great rivalries of nations. What prevents you do not also work on an individual basis... 


...Many disagreements have arisen between the families! Many friendships have broken! ...You are the one that triggers the vertigo in the soul 
of the conquerors. They could be the benefactors of their peoples, and have become their executioners... 
Ah ... Superb... What future destruction have now in you! After so many wars unleashed in the course of centuries, have made them to run 


rivers of tears and blood, are you, O Pride!, who will be chair next to me in the colossal catastrophe that lies ahead. 

...The ruins of Babylon, Carthage, Byzantium, Korea, were nothing compared with the monstrous reality of tomorrow. 

Deeply shaken Lucifer close to the Pride in his arms: 

-You are my beloved daughter in whom I place my more expensive hope... 

Pride, then, stands more: 

-Lucifer, count me in! 

And, solemnly, with wings spread, is aligned in the back of the room, awaiting the moment to descend on Earth, where the agitators of the 
people receive their inspirations from her mysterious secret meetings. 


Chapter VI 


AVARICE 


Lucifer muttered, as if to himself: "We condemned, cursed pleasures thus enjoyed that taste beforehand. Which set of ruins will prepare the 
Pride!" 
He then called the Avarice. 


Gaunt, yellow, thin lips, eyes half hidden behind a bulging lids, Avarice is presented. 
She is also watched, pleased by Satan: 
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Oh, Avarice!, My dear daughter, as Pride, possess immense power in the ruin of souls. Your sister can register wins in its list of original 
Sin, a primary cause of all evil on earth. You have something better in your active, and more right to my gratitude. Because you are the one who 
did that miserable Judas sold Christ for thirty pieces of silver. Indeed, it was very expensive! 

And on Earth I have not met greater feat... 

..-L do not feel envious of you. However, you did that they make adoration on Me. And you had the cynical coquetry to make adoration to you in 
the form of a golden calf. It must be that men are stupid and disgusting. Could have chosen a noble animal, lion, horse, eagle... No, it is 
preferred the calf! 

..-And so it goes... 

...- What a magnificent kingdom have, oh, Avarice!... Because the interest governs the world more than Love. 

The money continues to lack of odor. To have more every day, men are ready for anything. 

..-Many times I have seen them discussing in mourning, the first night of certain inheritances, when the body of the pseudo well-loved had not 
cooled yet, willing to come to blows because one must be, apparently, more favored than the other! 

If the dog defends his bone is a lamb compared to the miser who defends his money and refuse the crumbs to his neighbor, though he was dying, 
in his own eyes, from misery and hunger. 

...SO, still, Avarice, supplying safes, filling their pockets and drying the hearts... 

Say, repeated those beings who live a day and move an hour, they never have enough for their needs and pleasures, to be taken every precaution 
imaginable to get enough, be wary especially of Providence, which speaks, oh irony, of the daily bread. 

What they want to be sure, above all, bread and sweets of all life. 

...That treasure, as well as they can. And one day, be mine, dying on piles of gold and bank notes, with great joy of his relatives and 
friends, not even a responsible mass for the repose of their souls. 

But I will take care of those souls, rather than yours, I get them dry, I will dry them further. 

...Yes, Avarice, count on you. You are a wonderful provider of my hell! 
Then, sketching in his thin lips a dry smile, Avarice comes to stand beside Pride. 


Chapter VII 
LUST 


Makeup, covered with rouge, shaded eyes, painted red lips and nails... beautiful, but with an artificial beauty, hellish and disturbing, Lust 
is presented. 

Satan then receives her with open arms and close over to what was his heart. 

Oh, Lust, how I love you! You are tender and powerful, insinuating, irresistible! You are my direct revenge against God. Because you are the 
living proof, tangible, that he deceived awkwardly. You embody the triumph of flesh over the spirit. Of the believed Angel that God had created, 
make everyday a beast, and often be more wicked than the beasts. 

...-You are the humiliation of the strongest. Possess the talent that cracks the strongest wills, as the fire melted the wax. Tormenting the 
spirits who would expel you and get them with irresistible sweetness. You have been stronger than Samson, stronger than the holy King David, 
whom you have thrown into the arms of Bathsheba, inducing also to assassinate her husband, oh, irony of the gifts of God!, you have trampled to 
Solomon, he had received from God the gift of Wisdom, and you transformed it into an incredible test of your absolute power... I laugh sometimes 
thinking in their hundreds of wives! You, too, you may have fun with it, really.... 

...Lust, if I browse the history of men, everywhere amazed the effects of your terrible power. Many households have ruined! How many fallacies 
and murders did commit you! Many beautiful young souls, love of the ideal, have faded! You have unleashed terrible wars and fabulous heresies. 
You have reduced to nothing, and buried in the mud, to kings and emperors... 

...You are everywhere, in the bottom of the noblest beds. You have tormented the Apostle Paul, the colossus of Christianity. 

...TO go away of you, you have to Jeromo to wallow among the thorns. You did mourn Monica. And yet yesterday, you were the first who possessed 
the soul of Charles de Foucauld. 
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...Thanks to you, the man created in God's image, has become a caricature. 
Yes, glory to you!... 
...Oh, Lust!, Could continue... continue. Universal because it is your power. 
Acquire all forms. You slip sometimes like a siren, sometimes like a snake. 
You are on newspaper ads, in the theater, in the "cinema", dancing in the street corners. Stalking the first emotions of pure love to be 
diverted to the soul and down to the exclusive service of carnal passion. 


...-DO you have a wonderful memory! Relaunch the old, which were judged escapes of your empire, and on the very threshold of eternity, they are 
trying to make sin yet. 


...Lust, you are my great hope, my dear daughter. 


And Lust, happy and naughty, resumed your position between Pride and Avarice, both jealous of the homage of Satan to his sister, whom they 
despise, no matter how devilish they are... 


Chapter VIII 
ENVY 


And now is the Envy that arises. 
Satan holds out his hand, but more coldly: 
Oh, Envy, if possible, do not be jealous! You too, like your sisters, you are a good worker, and you can be proud of your work. 
...-You are who, with the Pride, made to be committed on earth the first fratricide..., Cain killed Abel because he was more pleasing to God. 
...After that coup, you made man and woman, spies of the good of the others. You have turned them into vials of acid and vinegar. They see and 
what they possess, but only what others possess. 
Then the suggestion is raised, the sneak attack, the stroke of slander, in the back, sometimes more cruel than the stab face to face. 
..-How many lives have you poisoned! Many such have destroyed! Many love links turned into hell!... 
...You are also everywhere in the house of the rich and the wretched, in factories and offices. 
You are the best steel rust. 
As the old Harpies, all your drool stains. 
..Are feared to such an extent, that Christ has consecrated to unmask you, a whole page of his Gospel. 
..-More yet, even still powerful enough to confront the brother against brother, the poor against who are possessing wealth. 
...The class struggle is your domain. 
Oh, Envy!, count on you to close on the land, all the way to reconciliation and love. 
Persuade everyone that it is more wretched than his neighbor. 
Never forget... my motto: Divide to reign! 
Envy did, then, a gesture of satisfaction. 
And slowly, he went away, heading to the Pride, Greed and Lust. 


But she threw a look so sallow and false, that the three demonic spirits instinctively turned away, as one moves away from a cold snake, hour 
of all sympathy and dangerous for everyone. 


Chapter IX 


GLUTTONY 


https://ia801303.us.archive.org/8/items/LaJornadaDeSatnCPierreLrmiteESP/The Satan journey © Pierre Lérmite ENG - ESP.txt 12/141 


10/9/21 9:27 https://ia801303.us.archive.org/8/items/LaJornadaDeSatnCPierreLrmiteESP/The Satan journey © Pierre Lérmite ENG - ESP.txt 


The Gluttony go below... 

Heavy, fat, fickle gaze, something self-conscious about having to align their fat pink alongside such masters. 

But Satan reassures her: 

Oh, Gluttony!, leaves that look so stunned and humiliated. I do not disrespect your power and empire. You also were with Pride to entice Eve 
to try the forbidden fruit. You are a veteran of the great days. Have had on earth, hopelessly drunk, the old Noah and you have given him to the 
ridicule of their children. Under your inspiration, the fiery Esau sold to Jacob for a mess of pottage, his birthright, that is, the whole 
future of posterity. 

...Day after day, you have conquered the world, dragging at your service all that requires daily and voracious hunger of humans, everything 
you eat, all that is drunk. What a formidable army is yours! All restaurants, taverns, cabarets, bars... All this is your kingdom. You never 
cease to cause disease and exacerbate passions. Lust and you really are twins and you work together. So that I love with the same love. 

..-It should, oh, Gluttony!, Who every day bring you more in the bosom of the family, which mixtifiques culinary science and fake it to season 
all the food that advocate strong, untamed meat, hunting, venison dishes that encourage drinking. 

...Because in the termination of those great feast is when the man with a heavyand hazy head, brutalized by intoxication, is inclined to 
commit acts more foolish, the stupid bets. Remember that at the end of such a feast of Herod, for dessert, he beheaded John the Baptist, and 
offered the bloody head of him, on a silver tray, to the little Salome? 

Here is a great victory that points to hes credits! 

...Encouraged, then, for these successes every day, working with ardent zeal, fostering the decline of humanity. Thank to you, man dies, is 
killed. Dig your grave with your fork. Help him in this beautiful work. Tempts him in the morning... especially at night. Fat him like a pig. 
Pregnant his muscles. Congested his brain. It is your mission. Then, when the soil is ready, Lust, your sister will do the rest and will 
consummate the complete victory of the body on a soul drowned, wiped... 

Ambushed behind the greasy and bulky eyelids, Gluttony's eyes glow and blink with a sweet joy. 

And her full lips mutter: 

Thank you, Lucifer! For love of you, and more than ever, I will try, poison, congesting and killing men. 

And women too! 

...That's the hardest part. They are afraid of getting fat. But anyway, even so I will, indirectly ... 

And Gluttony, extremely pleased, looking towards the earth, the part of Paris, the swivel belt cities where people have fun... 

Come with me! -Lust yells-. 

And Gluttony, smiling, hugging closely to her twin sister. 


Chapter X 
WRATH 


Satan then calls the Wrath. 

It comes as a gust of wind, spiky hair, looked terrible, fists clenched, his mouth full of rebellion and blasphemy. 

Lucifer welcomes her quite strongly. Lucifer is known that in a hurry to get rid of it. 

And with a faltering voice: 

I recognize you, oh, Wrath!, You are the angel of the storm, quick decisions, caps. Your mission is to launch your breath on all incidents, 
even the most insignificant, and turn it into a drama. A spark can cause a huge explosion. 

You are the spark. 

Every conflict festers. 

Aggravates disagreements. 

Create an atmosphere of unease. 

Make your victim is no longer master of his nerves and of itself... 
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...You can get it. Because in those moments, the man throws words and then can not collect them... 

Drives men to desperate revolutions... 

Make arises what is not repirable. That is the blessed hour when man kills a man kills, his wife, kill their children, commits suicide. 

Hastily, Lucifer says: 

Yes, what a beautiful job in perspective, if you know cause disasters, and get them the most! 

...Your work is not long lasting. 

...You are the strong hurricane, but also, above all, to the nervous, exhausted, desperated. 

Work it. 

...Ll will take care of the rest. 

What can you do? I have already said, you can do all. Do not stop here. Go Down, they await to you! 

Wrath, then grinds his teeth. 

And shouts: 

Why have you brought me, because you do not let me the time to talk? I could not utter a single sentence. And yet, had not only a few things 
to tell you. 

Will stay for another time! 

Naturally! Always hit, I am always for "again". Ah, Ah, if I were the slug Gluttony or the Lust, then you will not say me, "Go!" But I am more 
than the Wrath... Thunders from hell! 

And the Wrath was gone, closing the door furiously behind her, with great dismay of a group of small inferior demons listening behind her. 


Chapter XI 
LAZINESS 


She comes at last, the turn of the Sloth. 

Back in his seat, not in a hurry. 

Solid, ruddy, rises painfully. 

Advance, shuffle. 

And as a gelatin drips thickly stutters: 

Satan, what service I can do in yours? 

Lucifer, quiet, responds slowly: 

I look at you with respect, because you are the grandmother, the mother of all vices, and even some more. 

Thank you, Lucifer, for encourage my weakness. 

Your weakness! If the fiery David had not become lazy, given to leisure. It would have been at the forefront of their armies, if he had 
continued fighting, would not have committed their heinous crimes. Is laziness, first, what has become an adulterer and a murderer. 

...Oh, Sloth, do not despise your paper! Hell is populated every day with all those lazy ones who do not know what they were born, because 
they have never done anything. Continues to gain weight to these useless, ankylosis by money, luxury and pleasure. 

..-Sing softly, during the dream of his life, the modern airs: 


Ah, how sweet it is to do nothing 
when everything is shaken around us... 
Or better yet: 

Living at the expense of the Nation 
is the most delicious and coveted... 
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..-L do not recommend you get tired of working as little as possible and ask to be paid more. When a people reaches that mindset is already 
mine. 

...1TO achieve it not neglect anything. 

...-Stop by planting schools and boredom among teachers and between the little boys. Infuse them the passion for detective novels, the hobby to 
go through the streets, stand on them. Everything except the books! 

...Penetrates the workshops and offices... 

...-When work becomes the "suckling pig" and that the slogan for the entire world, should be snoring. 

..-But above all, not for you. 

..-Sloth, do not be lazy never! 

Sloth heavily smile listening to this play on words of the master. 

And bowed his head in sign of acquiescence. 

Then, shuffled back to his place, and dropped into the chair -the better- yielding and groans under its tremendous weight... 


III 


LOWER INFERNAL ARMY GRADES MOBILIZE 
HIS MISSION IN THE BATTLE WILL BE IMPORTANT 


MY LITTLE ANGELS 
SLOGAN: TO CAMOUFLAGE! 
CHRIST... ONE OF THE TWO! 


Chapter XII 
MY LITTLE ANGELS 


Lucifer sees the seven deadly sins, lined up respectfully before him. 
Including Wrath, that after the crisis, has returned to the row. 

You are my staff, and I count on you for the great battle that I have spoken 
that is, at the same time, our revenge against God and the conquest of lost paradise. 

I own but too other forces that also interest me and I expect a lot. 

So, as if you could view hidden under leaves or in hollow trees, millions of insects, fierce devastating crops, Satan points the finger to 
legions of angels of latter category, fallen angels who followed the great leaders in their deflection. There remain, fearful, huddled against 
each other humbly. Have been ordered to attend this infernal concentration. 

And they have come all. The gnomes, elves, floggers spirits, goblins, the noisy, the amulets... All the Invisible mosquitoes, responsible for 
harassing, tired, exasperate men. 

Lucifer looks on with hard eyes, of course, but interested nonetheless. 

My little angels, says in a voice that would sounds paternal, do not believe I do not know your worth. In many cases, the hornet is stronger 
than the tiger, stronger than the angry, roaring lion. 

The most robust men are at the mercy of the smallest microbes, which in a few hours are responsible for sending them to eternity. 
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Senior leaders... have to fulfill its mission with respect to a plan. 
You..., little angels, you have yours. It is universal, continuous, formidable. But you must exercise it, especially in the individual. 
You are... the infantry on the battlefield. You have to turn you into the atmosphere of men... Arise, demons of the details and small things. 


But the little things that prepare large. 
Over the centuries, all men have warned your presence, and I have baptized you with all kinds of names. 


What do you care?... shrug shoulders... The result is what matters. 

You have to distort... all the cards. Hide things to the eagerly hands looking for... The writer does not find the letter he want to answer, 
or the address, the book you need. The housewife will lose your keys, the grandfather, his glasses, the commentator lose your documents, the 
servant will break the dishes. I could go on... continue... But you are intelligent beings, evil and weavers. 

You understand me... I am sure of it! 


The little angels bowed his head and flapped in signal of enthusiastic agreement. 
Satan can count on them. They are his line troops, absolutely faithful to his cause. 
Lucifer over, smiling: 

I am sure of yours. You are my little ones, my favorites, my comfort. I will reward them! 


Chapter XIII 
SLOGAN: TO CAMOUFLAGE! 


Lucifer is then directed the whole army of archangels, seraphims, cherubims, thrones, powers, infernal spirits, little angels, and with a 
thunder voice summarizes their slogans: 

May each of you gain awareness of their responsibilities. We prepare the ultimate battle foretold in the Revelation. My stunning victory there 
is prophesied by the same Christ. Oh, I know that then adds that this victory is ephemeral! But that statement is precisely the point we have to 
figure out between two us. 

That battle will be... total. Prepare it in his details. 

...L invite you therefore to a rehearsal, a show of force. 

That day will be... my day, the day of Satan, herald of the great twilight, our last hope, our escape from darkness to light. 

Behold now, my last recommendation, the most important of all. 

Attention, increase good ear! 

..-A camouflage army is not a defeated army in advance. Here, from the highest to the smallest, all them should have to camouflage. And human 
stupidity, will help in a way unlikely. 

For men, we do not exist. Do you hear it? We do not exist. 

This colossal mistake, lodged in human brains, it must take root in them more and more. 

The man, brutalized by their pride, shrugs when you say our name. 

...IS unprecedented, but it is. 

.. However, these fools, when they look beneath them, prove that there is a whole hierarchy of beings, in all branches and kingdoms. There are 
noble animals, noble trees, precious stones. 

...This is true in the underworld. 

And yet... many, among the most intelligent men, affecting the belief that there is no hierarchy in the highest. They behave as if his 
miserable body, consisting of a particle of injected spirit into gross matter, was the supreme goal of beings and things. 

For them, the Invisible is empty. 

Do not feel intimidated therefore. Adopt all shapes, clothed with all the deceptions. Help people to grow up in its stupidity. 

Impulse them to ridiculous you... to fear with scary stories for children. 

For them... you are the devil with horns and tails, furry devil, the devil dragging chains, the ghost of the white sheet that scary at night to 
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the kids, but it does burst of laughter at the brainy people, who believe only in what they see in their eyes, they touch with their hands and 
they can photograph shoot. 

Nothing else exists. 

And the rest... is our great army, our superior intelligence, angelic, and our hatred of man, our hatred to this God who made the mistake of 
creating all those puppets and die needlessly for them. 

My journey therefore will begin. Not the miserable earthy twenty-four hours day, but the astral journey, that of the angels, I get to 


determine the duration. 
..-All you will have to give me a report of your activities. All will have to do this, all those who have received the ten talents, as well 
as those who received only a modest penny. All must give up all, and accurate accounts. 


I will summarize immediately... your victories and your defeats, and bring out the consequence. 

See that this result... is triumphant. I know reward or punish. 

..-Now, depart all, full of faith in me, to your place of combat in the hateful land, that land next to his terrible fate already. 
I laugh... when I see these idiots toiling to rebuild their homes and churches... 


Wait a little...! 

Is not it true, my large and small demons, a terrible day again going to wipe all that, and definitely? 

Unfurl an active hatred, conqueror, victorious. 

Gather in your network... to those abominable souls. Bring them to me to grieve, to humiliate the God who loves them. And help me to fill with 
quivering victims, all my Hell. 

I never shall bring enough to appease the hunger that grips me and thirst which consumes me... 


I have a hurry to have them in my power, trampling, torture, drink their tears, hear and gnash their teeth... And throw all that horror in the 
face of God!... 

-Take it!- There you have, your well beloved!... 

...l said. 

...Go! 


...-Satan, watches you! 


Chapter XIV 
CHRIST... ONE OF THE TWO! 


Great excitement was produced in the Unseen. 

Excited and trembling, the little angels marched early, and tumbling more and better, down to the world. 

They were then archangels, seraphim, powers, infernal spirits who, with open wings, rushed towards the earth, miserable dust particles 
floating in the infinite immensity. 

Each had his plan and his idea. 

What weight would have, in their expert hands, those miserable and proud men and, who have eyes and not see... intelligences, and do not 
understand... and, brutalized by their materialism, they are poisoned with the venom of all his enhanced passions! 

Following the departure of the militia of hell, the silence was restored. 

And the silence was absolute, without echo, without limit. 

Lucifer, oppressed, immersed in his immeasurable boredom, suddenly broke the silence. 

And with a voice of thunder, which rolls through space, screams, howls: 

-I suffer like hell! - 

Then suddenly, tends his fist at the Empyrean, where the immeasurable and quiet glow stars, and roars: 
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I can not win... is on its way! Christ, one of the two! 


PART TWO 


NEWS OF THE BATTLE 
ALL IS WELL, OH, LUCIFER! 
ENTHUSIASTIC STAFF REPORT 


SUPERB 
AVARICE 
LUST 
ENVY 
GLUTTONY 
WRATH 
LAZZINES 


Chapter XV 
SUPERB 


Eager to know the vicissitudes of the battle, Lucifer does not expect to finish the astral day. 

And before it reaches its half, the Pride is ordered to give news of the struggle for the destruction of souls. 

Obedient as a servant, came to report: 

I did not expect, oh, Lucifer!, Calling me so soon. Do not give your troops time to overcome. 

About words, what is your activity? 

I have already done a good job. Is uncountable multitude of peacocks and commoners who took daily parade before their peers. Angels For us, it 
is still something interesting to see how men are caught with so little, a compliment, a newspaper article, a piece of ribbon in his buttonhole. 
And so are these deadly fish, as they caught their fish in the river. 

..-It is a daily pleasure to savor in the shade, that need not be like "everybody," one of the bunch, the desire to "pretend". And it's funny 
to see a man, a woman, giving tone, making others listen to them, saying eloquent profanity. A politician, when he returned home, sometimes 
laughing all the nonsense that has solemnly told to his attentive and enthusiastic constituents. 

Lucifer brutally interrupts: 

Spare me such details. All this is fodder worthy of you and me. I have a hunger for something more substantial. 

And I am going to serve immediately. I looked for a man to become a leader in every sense of the word. A man strong enough to polarize around 
him thinkers aiming at the crowds, in an atmosphere of mystical evolution. A man to undertake your designs, and courageous enough to trigger a 
global catastrophe that you aspire with all your strength. 

Ah, here is something that starts to get interested, exclaimed Lucifer. 

Yes, repeat the Pride, I searched among humans who represent the superman, unscrupulous, pitiless, always willing to let rivers of tears to 
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lead to universal domination, a boss for whom nothing would exist apart from his will, nor the brain of the intelligents, nor the hearts of 
mothers, nor patriotism, nor the future of younger generations, or the beauty of beings and things, nothing but himself and his obsession , 
which is yours, mine, which I have suggested, I have taught and fiercely feed it in an atmosphere of suspicion and accusations. 

Have you found that man? 

I think so. I have examined many and have rejected the inept, vacuous, with deceptive appearance of strength. They possessed the iron will 
that tramples all over to reach the end. 

So, that...? 

Is able to take charge of a global movement with fiery minions, apostles, martyrs up in all countries... Yes, I think half the world can throw 
against the other half, until the extermination of all peoples. It will be as you have explained, the universe destroying himself and escaping 
of the love of Christ, since Christ did not exist. 

My dream!... And you say, oh, Superb!, You have not done anything? But if you are gorgeous! 

Oh, Lucifer!, The thing is not more than begun, and I deal in the accumulation of cautions. 

Thus, as the old man is fatally, I think of that could take his place, if mine were to die before the great twilight. 

To finish: carefully watch this business. 

I am watching!, I give this man escort, control him, hold him and exalt his arrogance saying that it is almost a demigod, which is unique in 
the history of mankind, that no conqueror has ever provided so many millions of men, ready to rise in both hemispheres and die for their cause. 

And if perhaps some wretched murder him? 

Oh, I think about it! We protect, therefore, against all attacks. He lives at home, behind a curtain of iron. no one can enter or leave 
without being checked thoroughly. Do not let it be displayed to the public. I live in an immense solitude, amid a nation of slaves. 

And agrees that isolation? 

Yes, because you get drunk every day, with a cold that makes men drunk impervious to any influence other than mine. 

It was several times on the verge of setting fire to the world. And then has retreated, or rather, we who backed out after noticing that it 
was not yet time. But not always recede. 

..On the other hand, if he wanted to go back, he could not. Because such potential unleashed in the world, that if his people noticing that 
they hesitated or just stabilized, the reaction would be so brutal, devour him, and absorbs a straw ozena. That was yesterday, the whole history 
of Hitler and Mussolini. They were not up to the tremendous developments that had arisen. 

Lucifer listens... listen... 

And when pride is over -and with what tone of satisfaction!- The summary of his work, she says, slowly, weighing his words: 

I congratulate you for having so cleverly manipulated the levers of the world... 

..Yes, you are right. 

Let the angels... the battle of the vanities and female gossip. 

..You are born for higher business. 

..- With us, the world today is in turmoil everywhere. 

..Continue to act on the heads, over which they have, or think they have in their hands the destiny of peoples. 

...Throw in all your strength, dangerous slopes, which lead to disasters. 

..The crowds will follow like sheep to follow that lead to the slaughter. And do not stop any scruple. 

..Pride, I congratulate you. Well I deserve hell and you are grateful. 

iaeienr then tends his rough hand. 

And with a cold resolution of Pride shakes, exclaiming: 

This time, the future is ours! 


Chapter XVI 
AVARICE 
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After Pride, Avarice is coming forward. She, too, disgusted, muttering: 

As my sister Pride, I was not expecting to be called as soon... 

I do what I do I judge. And I repeat what I said to Pride: I have hunger and thirst to know how is the battle from the beginning of the 
offensive. You must understand. 

No doubt. But oh, Lucifer!, That is like if you ask the farmer who casts his grain in the field, with both hands, how many heads will reap 
later. That depends on many things... I sow with full hands the passion for money, as I have commanded. That passion is rooted everywhere. I 
have good hopes for the harvest will soon blossom. I have found, for example, that a number of people have done in recent times, fantastic 
benefits. Once, a family needed a lifetime to construction of an honest and modest fortune. Today, after three years or four years, people 
retire either to buy a fund that important, or to enjoy a comfortable leisurely and golden life. 

...L can name names in support of what I say. 

...Over the aristocracy, the bourgeoisie, it is not just a memory, and works. What goes up, which is high, which enjoys all pre-eminence, is 
the business world, the world of money. 

..-Money!... As much as possible!... Such is the universal slogan. And do not have the decency to hide it. Everywhere we read in the newspaper 
advertisements. "What it takes to be happy? A bit of gold..." 

...-When you arrive at a hotel, the manager will value you, your family, your luggage, your car. It is calculated in advance the money they 
represent and what may be offered to you. 

Lucifer raises his head: 

-All that lacks innovation. Money has always been the open Sesame... 

-Yes, Lucifer. But now that greed for money is exasperated by the campaign that I do and my constant pressure on the minds of men. I suggested 
them... 

-Can you show some characteristic facts very recent? 

-Acts, oh, Lucifer?... A lots! I can cite as many as you want. 

-Tell me one to comfort my hope in the degradation of humanity. 

Here is one that dates back to yesterday. Out of a grand hotel an old officer, covered in scars and decorations. He had come to a provincial 
town, because of the death of a partner, and occupied a tiny attic room under the roof. He is out of that hotel between the outstretched hands 
of the servants, eager for tips. 

...The unfortunate given what has been, not much! And it has gone in the middle of an icy silence, on foot, dragging his suitcase and took a 
third seat on the train, without having eaten. 

-Bah! I do not see anything extraordinary about it. 

-A lot of hurry, oh, Lucifer! Wait a little; here is the contrast. 

That same night, an actress, of the most scandalous reputation, leaving the hotel, after a few hot representations in the theater raised in 
the city. The servants are at the door, lining up, but this time, with smiling face. Because they have their hands full of bills. And when the 
actress gets into her car -it has a grand-car-, driven by a wealthy friend, the hotel manager on behalf of all the servants, offers a superb 
bouquet, many of whose flowers were white. 

..-Needless to say, I was the one from the Invisible that had inspired this poetic idea to the hotel manager. 

That is not what I want. I want something that is not the expression of the power of money over to pleasure. That is not new, and not greed. 
What interests me is pure greed, money for the money... gold for gold... 

-Well, Lucifer! You will be served. because I can tell the true story of an old man that today must already be in your domains. Because he 
died before yesterday, leaving an enormous fortune, accumulated day after day. 

..-Until almost died of hardship and hunger. No living today to have to live on later... Let me emphasize to you, Oh, Lucifer!, The greed of 
this man is my doing, and you have to record it on my records. Every night he counted and recounted his fortune. I urged him to buy gold, 
because paper is never more than paper, and several times in history has produced unfortunate bankruptcies. While gold has always stopped 
suddenly, without any infidelity against those who have had the good sense to believe in its unfailing power. 

...L have advised to him that accumulate all the precautions, to put their treasures in many corners, carefully concealing the whole world 
what he owned. So wearing bad outfits patched with pieces. Miserably fed. He was hiding everywhere, behind pictures, under the pavement, in the 
old shoes, in bottles hidden under piles of coal. 
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..-All the scoring with hieroglyphic signs not to betray, and above all, to not forget. 

...-Plus, despite everything, he forgot it. 

Wasting time who came to speak of pious works, funds for worship, construction of churches, summer camps. 

That was, for him, absolutely chinese. He had a very particular and strong way to put on the door to every good Sister that he report to ask 
for alms. Moreover, she said about it to each other and no nun risked twice. 

I had suggested a quaint motto, heard from the lips of an old farmer. I kept repeating it, for him it was the same evidence: If I do not think 
about me, who think...? That truth has presided his experience throughout all his life. 

-Well, had he already dead? Lucifer asks, impatiently. 

-Undead, and more than dead. Yesterday morning he was found frozen in his bed, had died several days earlier. But fiercely lived alone, no one 
has bothered him. 

-So what he should be in my domain? 

-Have I told you. Is safe. Because nobody would have thought for a moment to call a priest. 

-Was he buried in a christian way? I am used to such sarcasm. 

-Yes. 

-Free. 

-Not at all. Imagine, oh, Lucifer!, That his old caretaker, devoted to something, has refused, as she said, letting it the buried like a dog. 

-Why meddle with that this good woman? 

-Oh!, do not be suspicious: his soul can not fail to miss. What could the holy water over the corpse of an old stubborn? 

-No one ever knows what can happen. I distrust all. How much money has left? 

-Millions who may not be found only after several centuries, are so hidden... However, under his pillow he had a leather little pocket full of 
Louis gold pieces... He slept with them lovingly caressing as if they were his only friends, the only ones who could truly trust. 

...Picturesque detail: He was an gravedigger who found the little pocket while pulling the old sheet that had the corpse. Of course, he had 
not say anything. All this is what saved to him.. 

-Very good! 

-But just around the cemetery, has gone to the tavern to celebrate the find. And he has drunk so that it was necessary to put him in a taxi to 
take him home. 

..-And when he have awakened, had found nothing. 

One of his comrades, skilful and sagacious, had taken the "cat". 

-Superb! Exclaimed Lucifer. Avarice, you has made me laugh. 

-I could go until tomorrow telling stories like that. 

-That is enough. Continues to instill the minds of your greedy currency. It is short, nervous, expresses well what to say to these men to take 
out the heart... 

..-More than what I expect of you, above all, is the creation of a social conscience in which, increasingly, money is everything. For this 
purpose, acts in high places and in the press. 

...Your facts are often entertaining, exhilarating, but not more than that trifles incidents to the popular newspapers. 

Try feeding a general ambition... 

Rotting heads... The rest will come by itself. 

Do you understand? 

The heads... The propertied classes... Close them the heart... 

-Yes, Lucifer. I will try. Now I understand you... Heads rot... 

-Call now the service angel, and say him to introduce the 


Chapter XVII 


https://ia801303.us.archive.org/8/items/LaJornadaDeSatnCPierreLrmiteESP/The Satan journey © Pierre Lérmite ENG - ESP.txt 21/141 


10/9/21 9:27 https://ia801303.us.archive.org/8/items/LaJornadaDeSatnCPierreLrmiteESP/The Satan journey © Pierre Lérmite ENG - ESP.txt 
LUST 


But Lust arrived. 

It is idle to call it. 

It comes naturally authoritarian, provocative, confident in its suggestive, violent, dizzying boldness. 

Beautiful woman, for that matter. Dressed, or more accurately, naked, in Greek, as Briseis. Made up with excess. With bracelets on the wrists 
and feet. Scented with a peculiar perfume, persistent and pervasive. 

Advances to Lucifer, and it seems, yet he, as if hypnotized. 

Around her, the little devils romp and snort of pleasure and admiration. "What perfume comes with she!... 

-Did you get a good hunting?, asks Satan. 

-I always pan well, and pieces of every kind and condition. I have the lad, the milliner, princes and emperors. But this year manhunt is of 
exceptional abundance. So, having learned that he was restless, I left the earth for a while to come to infuse peace of mind. 

-Where doy ou work now on earth? 

-What questions do you ask to me, oh, Lucifer! I work everywhere, because everywhere I offer in my power dams. However, I must admit that at 
this time are the beaches that help me in my work. I am there like in my own house. Maneuver at my leisure, people come to me, and I can make 
all the propaganda. 

-Tell me a little issue of the mechanism. 

-You will understand immediately. It is as plain as two and two make four. Before, I worked at the edge of the sea, but without appreciable 


result. There was a decent garment that blocked my path... Today, even the most demure, would not dare to put on old clothes. 

-Perfectly!... 

-I managed to completely remove the old suit... some of the men, but especially for women and young women. Today, almost nudity is the rule. 
Indeed, I can not see what they could to remove from the fabric of his diminished pseudo-dresses. 

-Very good! Very well... Lucifer whispers. 

-You can imagine the rest!... They bathe together, dried together, they tend together on the sand, or rather, under the tent. 

-Perfectly! Lucifer repeats. 

-But my hunt continues after bathing. The city makes things very well. There is casino, orchestra, play, "movie"... night parties. I suggested 


the idea of bringing to some very steamy artists from Paris, to stoke the fire and on. All progress, therefore, successfully. And it may be said 
on this issue that there is lack of manpower to collect the harvest. Must be sent to me several well experienced angels. 

And the priest of the country leaves it at that? 

He is shy, old man, without strength to cope with the rising tide. Instigated by some venerable ladies, whose past is not exempt from history 
perhaps, that priest has been launched to counterattack, but with holy water or rose water. Been able to register some success, however, as my 
troops were gone, really, a bit far... 

-What do you mean? I am eager to know details... 

-Imagine, Lucifer, so as not to get back into the hotel to get dressed, some girls and their mothers had devised the respectable attend mass 
in swimsuits. 

-More and better! Lucifer exclaims. 

-No, because the clergy had protested then, and the parishioners have closed over them. In this, the best would have been the opposite of what 
is right, if I may so express it. But such excess had irritated me and I wanted to get revenge. 

-I am curious to know how. 

-Wait a minute. To give more prominence to the races, I had suggested to the chairman of the commission to request the Ministry celebrations 
come a shortstop. He has been in effect. And all the beach has dispensed a exceptional welcome. The sailors were allowed to go ashore, for 
equipment. 

-I guess those good boys do not get bored... 

-Oh, certainly not!... These ladies work, work... One of them, great temperament, had hand so boatswain in a small, pretty boy, unhappy that 
he determined to desert. 

...-And I had!... 

.. Unfortunately, his comrades have organized counteroffensive. He has been caught and tied like a sausage, and have thrown on a dinghy, which 
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returned it to the shortstop. 

-What a mistake! Lucifer roared. 

-If I had seen the face of the woman whose claws had just started the dam... I was in it to excite his anger even more. Attached to the 
stockade, angry and contemptuous, it seemed as if she will split to the sailors. I believed for a moment, which would throw into the water. But 
it has calmed down, and returned to the island to take other feats. 

-It is interesting what you say. Because youth is the future. 

Upon hearing thi,s Lust is exalted: 

-How right you are! Youth is the future, is the easy terrain on which I like so much toil. Every night I lead a small group to Montmartre. 

Lucifer raises his head: 

-What Montmartre? Be careful. There is a dangerous neighbor. 

-Oh, be quiet! The drive to the cabaret... and Montparnasse, and other more hidden still. First, are there them together; then secretly... 
Some have to return alone. So I am quiet. To those I have the security to dominate. 

..-Until I can add that the young also fall into my circle of work. 

-Explain... 

-Yesterday, for example, in a "good" family, so to speak, I suggested to the parents, through a newspaper, the idea of going to see a movie, 
inspired by me, which has been much talk in the world and so hard that you yourself will be shocked... 

Lucifer then smiled, baring his yellow teeth. 

-Were there? He asked. 

-Well, yes there were. But that is not all! His four children entrusted to the care of the cook, have explored the room and found accidentally 
open a library in which the father had hidden memories of a stormy youth... And for more than one hour tasted text and illustrations, all you 
can expect. There were two boys and two girls. They have tarnished the memory for a lifetime. Never forget what your eyes have read and seen 
during this time of hell. 

...Then, have again placed very well in its place. And when the parents have returned about six o'clock, they found all very applied, doing 
homework on vacation. 

-Have the children been good? Asks the mother to the cooker. 

-So good that even I heard, answered that woman-, who had also taken advantage of the absence of his sir, very wicked, who, long ago, I had 
put in his way. 

And the enchanted mother give cakes to the whole band, and not the cooker was forgotten. 

...You see, Lucifer, who I lost no time. I could go on... continue... 

-I congratulate you for taking care of youth. But do not forget the upper classes. Intellectuals, especially interest me. Cease not to tell 
your sisters. Do you understand the reason? 

-I should think I understand! 

-As much as I do not understand the evil that can make a huge woman, cunning and evil, when embedded in a circle of select people. It is like 
the worm in the beautiful fruit. How many good men have destroyed their future, and caused irreparable harm to a neighbor because of a woman! 
Remember, O Lust!, The Trojan War, Henry VIII, Luther, and even Robert the Pious... 

...The first woman has lost the human race. Christ has tried to save him. Try to find another woman to miss with another apple... 

-Will be sought. 

-That woman, oh, Lust! exist. But it is in shadow, and it should stay. The worm does not let others see him. He be satisfied to gnaw on the 
fruit, and rotting. I repeat to you that it is the upper class which mainly interests me. 

..-When we have to shepherd the flock is owned. 

...-When a woman is a possession, also the man takes over. Well know of everyone who thinks. That is why what in the day that follows major 
disasters, the historian says: Seek women. 

Satan then plunges in his memories... 

Think of the distant past with evident delight. 

-I have arranged the woman from the beginning of the world! That was my most beautiful coup. According to Revelation, it appears that in the 
ultimate battle, I have still before me a woman, a remarkable woman! ... I expect! 

I took over the former. I hope to also take over the latter. 
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And before that triumphant evocation of the future, Lucifer laughed loud it shook the hell. 


Chapter XVIII 
ENVY 


With the same spontaneity that Lust, though inferior in beauty, Envy arrives, throwing suspicious glances right and left, with a sullen fold 
in the corner of his mouth dry. 

Immediately, and with loquacity, took the word. we see that has anything bad to urgent say, a story that will place high in the spirit of his 
master, and promote a flattering wave of jealousy by their beloved colleagues of Hell. 

-What you have to tell? Satan says. Now I rejoice in advance... 

-A strong and wonderful thing, oh, Lucifer! Encouraged, strengthened by the words you had to address the other day, I tried to show me worthy 
of the expectations put on me. And I decided to bring one piece worthy of you, a game room fit for a king. 

What is it? -Lucifer says-, listening with great attention. 

-As Pride, I will not speak about the currents dishes, trifles that accumulate daily. The big bosses do not deal with small things. Cities, 
villages, especially, factories, government, families and everything else seething with envy and jealousy. All that grows in the minds of men 
like the grass on the roads. 

... Everyone... yes, everyone... with his bone between his teeths, over time the bone roe stalking his neighbor. Of all these incidents of the 
bunch, not even intend to do a summary to your majesty. 

-I hope the bit select and exquisite. 

-Between the rare families, really happy that I found on earth, I stumbled upon one that was more than happy, it was happiness itself, the old 
paradise. 

The father, honest and respectable, director of a major management... the wife, lovely, spiritual, mother of a lovely young ladies, sometimes 
had time, despite heavy household chores to help her husband, who adored her. All Christians, pious. All the family went to church. They prayed 
together. They belonged to all parish works. In short, the ideal marriage, that you yourself would have directed the aim in particular. 

-Is this the piece told of a king? 

-Precisely. I thought that if I bring you all that family, as the hunting dog brings his master has found the prey, you would be pleased with 
me. I bring you this dam today. I have gotten, oh, not without difficulty, making this an ideal family branch of hell! 

-By what means? 

-Each one works with its own supplies. And I thought about the environment that I would be worth me, the embodiment of envy and jealousy, to 
divide the family, where there reigned nothing but love, and destroy it. 

-Indeed, what was there to tempt a great lady like you. 

-I have managed very skillfully. I suggested to the husband, who is goodness itself, which would be a good thing to be determined to introduce 
his sister at home to help his wife, exhausted by housework and childcare. Besides, the presence of his sister would allow the wife to work more 
intensively on the job every evening he brought to the home from the office. 

-Yes, I think that the tactic was working. 

-And especially since I knew very well to the sister, having already served of her. To reserve her for special cases. She had everything to 
achieve my goal: intelligence, jealousy, authoritarian spirit, viper tongue. Under a mask of apparent softness concealed a formidable power 
division. 

..-At first, I was about to fail. Women have antennas, and we must not forget it. The wife sensed the malignancy of her sister. Piled 
objections over objections. But I was there to support the claim of the husband, whom she loved. And for not opposing him, not to cause 
annoyance, she gave in to his misfortune. 

Bravo! -Exclaimed Lucifer-, I guess the rest. 
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-The sister is installed, then, in a room on the floor, a strategic room. 

...At first, all goes well, well... 

Of course, that is what always happens, -say Lucifer-. 

-Yes, but gradually emerge based on discussion about anything, or not come to mind. The sister criticizes the diet of the husband, whose 
stomach must be monitored. Criticizes the method that the wife continues to educate their daughters. The wife is retrograde, too soft. He does 
not know the new methods. 

...She says it on the table. But mostly behind the wife, when alone with his brother. Then raging in his criticism, the benefit, -she says- of 
her brother, whom she loves in an intelligent way. The husband defends his wife. But it lacks the strength to escape from the influence of his 
sister, who is under my own influence. 

...Stumbling, I suggest her biting phrases: "You love your wife, okay, is your right and your duty, and not for me to attempt to break the 
union. But just because you love, you are blind to it. That is fatal. For the love creates beauty in what you love and truth in what you think. 

..-But I'm not in love, I see clearly, and I consider it my duty to tell you that in your marriage, there are many things to be changed. You 
earn money, but she spends even more. And if you knew how!... And then girls. You are educating these against the "common sense". 

The wife feels, guess these secrets criticisms. Her husband is always very loving, no doubt. But times have misgivings that she has never 
heard from his lips since the beginning of their marriage. 

...And everything is going to worsen. The husband, a good person, wants peace and wants to reconcile the irreconcilable, ie, to square the 
circle, make them understand it two women dislike each other. Poor man! Put all media. About one tries to defend the cause of the other. 

...Labour lost! 

...Give it up, but without admitting that a man, intelligent as he, with serious responsibilities on their shoulders, can be at the mercy of 
those complaints among women. 

After reflecting well, thinks he has found the solution. And he takes refuge in silence. 

But then other suffering torments him. 

Oh, those foods that should be a break for him now are odious to him, those dinners, in which nobody talks about, because every word is an 
explosive that set fire to all the powders. 

...The unfortunate need, however, their tranquility, their brain, to meet their business and earn bread for his family. But no one thinks of 
such a need, nor his sister selfish, spiteful, unstoppable, even his wife, too painful for to be silent, and whose character is sour now every 
day. 

-Who would tell me all this that drowns me, crucify me if I told you not to you? 

The sister says as much to his brother: 

-You are who made me come here. I was calm where I was. So you are the one responsible for the knife war that makes me your wife... Defend me! 

...Weary, resigned, despite his resolution of silence and indifference, still listening to the miserable complaints of one and the other. As 
soon as he impetuously is designated arbitrator. As soon as she is bitterly criticized. Each censured his weakness, his lack of will, and is not 
intended that he is only a reed, a flimsy blade. And each accuses his rival takes you where she want as a earring in the nose, busted nose. 

And angry, make a gesture to him appropriate to the insolent phrase. 

After the day, not even the husband rest restful than sleep provides. At night, his wife, saturated with resentment, crying, sobbing on his 
bed, where sometimes attacks her with nervous breakdowns. 

And in the morning, just rising, the husband hears again to start the same litany of complaints and tantrums. 

Examines all possible solutions. And, everywhere, is cornered. 

Doing that leaves her sister, whom he brought from the provinces? What a storm at home and among his relatives! 

Does sending his wife to calm among his people? First, will object. And then, what to do with the daughters, who witnessed all the scenes, and 
take positions, sometimes even for his aunt, who secretly fills pampering? 

Consequently, there is nothing to do. 

The war has taken root there, fatal, relentless, total war every day, all night, and during anything. 

..-And I, from the shade, oh, Lucifer!, Never stopped to throw oil, oil over all fires. I made the daughters, neighbors, merchants, 
repetition, aggravated, the complaints from the one and the ther. 

...Like I said, oh, Lucifer!, The paradise of love has become an inferno of hate, where two women, facing fiercely, have only one desire: to 
insult, injury, exterminate. 
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...Then happened what I had expected and much desired. One day the poor husband, exasperated, exhausted nerves, no longer able to resist, ina 
moment of madness, driven by me, jumped out the window, half of the meal, from the third floor. 

-Is he killed? Lucifer happily exclaims. 

-Not at all. The window was not high enough. 

-What a pity! 

-Only two broken legs and ribs. 

And then came the wild scene, public, to the neighbors, who came in terror, the scene between two women. One accused the other of having 
driven her husband to commit that act of desperation. 

..-And I enlarged the disaster. 

...The disaster was complete. 

...After two painful operations, the husband, neurasthenic, become a human rag, has been forced to resign as director. The formidable costs of 
the clinic have devoured everything he had managed to save. 

...The mother has had to qualify for a miserable occupation: take a walk to the children of one of the heads of her husband, leaving behind 
his own. 

And the sister? -Lucifer examine-. 

-Sister?. Oh!, Has emerged triumphant. Foreseeing the catastrophe, had economies. And I have it in reserve for future exploits. 

...Was I right, oh, Lucifer! to tell you I brought a delicacy? 

Satan holds out his arms. 

-Come, Oh, Envy! I give you the hug that is given to good servers. Now go back to the earth, and tries to do something better. 

And casting a look of challenge to his peers, the envy go out there, proud and trembling, to the search for new victims. 


Chapter XIX 
GLUTTONY 


With his big eyes on the gelatinous face, streaked red lines, licking, with lips that seemed to bribe remains of some candy that he had been 
left between the teeth, Gluttony enters. 

She also, like Lust, is accompanied by boisterous angels, snacks on the lookout that the great lady throws them in passing. 

Lucifer receive to she with a smile: 

-And you, are you satisfied with the beginning of the day? 

-First of all, I, Lucifer, I have a strong stomach and, therefore, a good character. And dealing only with people who have the same ideals 
that I, whose morning and evening prayers are like this: "Belly mine, rejoice, all I earn is for you". 

Lucifer protest. 

That is a rip. The apostle Paul said, and in a rather more aggressive, before you. 

That Paul said in another time. But I'm seeing every day. Work in all social classes, people, bourgeois aristocracy. Everywhere I find the 
passion for table wine, alcohol. Ohj, to varying degrees, no doubt, and under various aspects. 

...-But the appetizer, which is universal, breaks down barriers and prejudices enough. 

Spare me your philosophical considerations. For me, there are only recent and interesting facts. 

-Then, Lucifer, prepare a very big paper, because I have many facts to present to you. 

-Do not forget that some people are waiting at the door. Two or three facts are enough for me. But they must be characteristic. 

-Well, you must to know, first of all, I have increased tenfold the number of taverns, bars and cabarets. Currently there are everywhere, with 
enthusiastic and loyal clients. 

-That starts to like. 

-I am not talking only of the suburbs of large cities, and famous neighborhoods like Montmartre and Montparnasse. My tentacles extend to the 
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smaller villages. I could cite a specific region, regarded with hatred by people who, as they say, think well. The priest was a zealous priest 
of charities. Everyone went to church, followed the chanting procesions. 

...L installed there, unnoticed, a sale to an individual at the height of the circumstances, and the accurate bottles. Little by little, men, 
farmers have acquire the habits to go there. After, the children have followed the example of parents, two or three times a day. And I assure 
you, Oh, Lucifer!, there is not sold holy water, and slops, but authentic absinthe famous snacks. Now, I have qualified and inveterate 
drunkards. At the cabaret, not only drinking, but about politics and religion. The priest, before protected and revered, is there on the spot. 
It is the scapegoat for everyone. Imagine: has been about to come to blows! The retrograde not want to be guided, and he has planted to us a 
formidable project. 

-What? 

-Never guess not! This unfortunate priest conceived the idea of putting him in front of a parishioner cabaret of the Third Order. Because, 
shrewd as he is, knows that providing the cabaret, has the country. 

-Oh, hell! It was not as silly as it seemed! 

-Yes, but I stepped on the field. And I knew some precedents that bothered me. For example, in a region is a Capuchin who is responsible for 
the cabaret. And in the evening, when they play the Angelus, the Capuchin takes a big hit with his mug of beer. Then all stand and sing the 
Angelus. It is great, unbelievable in the twentieth century. But it is. 

-I suppose you have made a serious opposition. 

-Very serious! I assure you I sweated my thing. The boy was in charge at your pleasure! But indirectly, I have mastered the cabaret, with the 
deputy. 

-What about today? 

-Tranquility is the norm. But I watch the issue. And everything is going well. I rejoice to see my drunks on Sunday afternoon, on the road, 
rolling each over other, to keep out from falling, and yelling stupid songs. The contrast is really funny! The sun sets between gold and purple, 
the birds sing on the edge of their nests, the flowers exhale their last fragances, nature sleeps, beautiful and magnificent calm. Where is the 
man? 

...- Where is it? For where I have thrown in the gutter, sleeping it off with his nose in the mud. 

And that is my work! 

-Well, well! Exclaimed Lucifer. Continues, but dispenses of the poetry. I realize you still living in memories of yesteryear. You have not yet 
become a pure demon, full demon. And besides, I am expecting something cheerful. In the table, among the men say things quite strong. 

Well, I will tell you one with a lot of fun. I had hunted for an interesting bartender that was going to die. I said, beforehand, that this 
man belonged to you. He had stolen all his life, selling mystified wine and leaving the cups served to fill to the multitude of his morons 
customers... 

...-With that and everything else, the account was going to give identic. And behold, his cooker, an old peasant woman, seeing that he will 
die, took it into his head to call a priest. 

-Why is mixed in this mixture the good woman? 

-The poor man could not defend himself now, and her cooker will truly awe inspiring. Then comes a small vicar of the four quarters, young, 
shy, very pious and begins to tell all kinds of pious admonitions to that old unbeliever, who did not understand anything. 

...Thrilled, nevertheless, would not fall foul with that priest. Call the maid and told me to get an old bottle of wine, one covered in dust 
and cobwebs over the years. 

...She did so enthusiastically. And she filled a glass for the little abbot. For a residue of their habit, the dying wanted to drink, but with 
his cup of chamomile, as the doctor had forbidden all alcohol to this veteran bottles friend, who are dying of a congestion. 

-But anyway, I do not see where you are going to go, exclaimed Lucifer, who is impatient. 

Going to it. As he left, that rascal Abbe conceived the idea of making the dying kiss the crucifix. 

..-When you lean toward him, the old innkeeper, seized with sudden emotion, takes him by the collar and yell, with desperate voice: "To think 
that I have in the warehouse over a thousand bottles like that, and I am going to die without drunk all of them!..." 

He died, in fact, a few hours after that act of perfect constriction. 

-Does he belong to me, then? Lucifer asks. 

-Probably. 

-Why probably? 
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-Because that devil abbot priesthas been there. And with these priests never know... 

Lucifer frowns: 

-That is not at all a good job. You should have prevented the priest go. 

-But the cook was there. 

-But is that a cook can mean something in front of a real demon? 

-Yes, it means. Remember that was a cooker who dominated Peter the first Pope. And besides, I have not mentioned this fact alone but with a 
view to distract. Thus should not forget that my action men is eternal. Three quarters live only to eat, drink and sleep. It is amazing the 
number of glasses of alcohol absorbed, night and day, in a city like Paris, and to exorbitant prices. The village man drinks at the tavern. The 
good society people drink in luxury cafes, but also, and very often in their own home. Mentioning a person could very worthy, died of 
congestion. Everyone believed him as sober as a camel. Well, after his death, found in a closet, which he alone held the key, a battalion of 
bottles of alcohol. Secretly drank every night before bed. 

..-That is all my work... Not only on the drunken kingdom of the suburbs, but also on the dinners, I am helpful cheerleader of the nights. 
Seeing a guest in evening dress, a certain female in evening dress, I remember the tension, congestion is imminent, and I say, "Here is one... a 
one, to my beloved master Lucifer!" 

-I admit it. You too, you, above all, you are the devil of sudden death. If you will to distinguish you, I will put a fork in your arms. 

-I think is most indicated a bottle or a cup. He destroyed many homes, destroyed the future of many people, brutalized many brains with my 
alcohol... 

-Continuous, then!... Fosters newspaper ads. Varies titles. Multiply the formulas that conceal the poison behind enormous letters. And pours 
until overflow, drunkenness that saturates the skulls, the bodies and conviction roe souls. Come to hug me and returns to earth. And that the 
humanity may be thirsty, always thirsty, drink and come in my cool house, Hell! 

Gluttony takes between her swollen fingers the back of her skirt, bows. And very decent leaves, surrounded by boisterous angels, shouting 
their wishes and admiration. 

But she muttered: 

-I have the impression that the Master did not appreciate my truly value. And yet, what would Lust, if she did not have me before for to 
prepare the ground? 


Chapter XX 
WRATH 


The next! -Lucifer shouts to the service archangel-. 

Useless order. Because yet, brutally, with spiky hair, bright eyes, mouth foaming, Wrath has violated access. 

-Already furious notes Lucifer. 

-Yes; I am angry, always angry!... 

-Why? 

For me the persistent injustice that is committed with me. I am called after Lust after Envy, after that Gluttony that did not stop to ponder 
their deeds. Indeed, it would seem that these are the only demons that do something. 

-Let your sisters quiet. Jealousy between demons are ugly default. It is you who it is about right now. What have you done since the beginning 
of our day of trial? 

-What have I done? As I have done what the black... I continued doing what I did before. 

-Specify. 

-I am the angel of blasphemy, lying fist, the angel of the injuries, the angel of the irreparable words, the angel of the challenge and the 
Suicide, I have broken the glass and the pieces are thrown on the heads of people. 
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Lucifer grimaced: 

-Not much!... 

-Naturally, poor thing! About me, whatever it is, will always be a small thing... But this little thing has to be done, nonetheless. 

-I prefer you to smash households, instead of glasses. 

-Households? Does not ignore that. But with me, always in a hurry. With me, will suffice. You not grant to me time to talk. However, I go 
around the halls of the hospitals, causing patients to damn against the nurses and doctors... Against feed and against everything! I make them 
blaspheme, which burst into expressions so known like these: "What have I done to God to make me suffer like this?" And I suggest a package, 
"God? What nonsensej Not worth it to show him the fist! God does not exist..." Then comes the total desperation, the sick patients implore the 
application of an injectable, which will send them to nothing... 

-That is, my domains. 

-Yes, your hell, then hell on earth. You should see how they go round and round in their beds, such as broken worms. And I pour acid on that. 
Emphasize the stupidity of life; and I gather for them the consequences. I explain that it is a crime to bring children into the world to live 
so cruel existence. 

-Very good! Insists that. 

-Among the poor, mainly, exaggerate everything. Yesterday, a husband, a great drunkard, moreover, -you can tell this to the Gluttony: she will 
feel very proud of it-, had sustained a tragic argument with his wife, as tragic as it decided to end the situation once and for ever. 

-Is it suicide? 

-Oh, much better than that. He has decided the immediate separation. From the Invisible, I have taken full advantage of that. I have inspired 
all sorts of crazy, and easily assimilated. For now, decreed that her mother has no right to live within 200 Kilometers of him: "Conscious, 
implores his wife, it can be 150..." "I have said will be 20@ and it will be 200. If you put less distance, do not answer for anything!" 

...Then everyone, will take half of everything, because I am, yes, for justice and equality. 

...Said and done... 

...The husband gets the saw to cut the table into two halves, the cabinet, in half, the chairs, half each, the bed in two halves... 

..-And I still inciting, instigating, to encourage that drunkard to the highest degree of stupidity. I also would like that he will cut his 
three children in half. 

Ayj, an idiot neighbor, attracted by the screams of the terrified women, stirring up the other neighbors. Calls to the agents that lead, not 
without difficulty, the madman to a hospital cell, where it continues still. Recognizes Lucifer, I have been ready to give a good blow... 

-Yes, okay. There is no denying that you do something. But I repeat what I have already told to your sisters, you work mainly among the 
people. I would like to see you enter the homes of businessmen, politicians, in the newsroom, especially to inspire inflammatory articles. You 
do not frequent enough the world of the writers, of the leading thinkers. The people are not interested to us. Is a flock that will always go 
with who command them. 

-No doubt, Lucifer responds-. But I think my performance difficult and complicated for the educated class. It is a long development work, 
which requires endless discussions. And I do not like to discuss. I prefer to strike immediately.. 

..-L am the angel of the minute, the second in wich one kills or is killed. If I let my victim time to reflect, is beyond me. The people obey 
to the impression. The intellectual, to the idea. It is much harder to turn down a thinker, his head down and feet up... 

No doubt! -Lucifer responds-. But let me at least, to see how you try. And it is also possible. Apparently, you believe that Wrath is just an 
explosion of shouts and precursor gestures of the punch. I must remind you that there are other types of Wrath: anger cold, delayed anger, more 
terrible than the others. There is anger, unforgiving vengeance, grief. 

-The duel is over. They have ruined the work. It has become a ridiculous thing. 

-You have still many resources if you are smart. 

-Yes, I know. I do what I can. Thus, to show who also worked with the top, I have directed the aim to a great doctor sick with cancer in the 
throat. 

-That is more interesting to me that your besotted drunk. 

-That doctor was precisely the grip of cold anger, rage silent, hidden. He was furious when he saw that he had to stop, to leave their 
experiments and their clients... and that the harm was already done... Nor was he satisfied with his colleagues, who were to take advantage of 
their inactivity to hoard their sick. He, silent. But everything was boiling inside. I continued that process, as I was sure that one day will 
burst the storm... 
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-And what else? 

-He was applied morphine. I was inspired to him the idea of to shot with his own hand. And accidentally left a tube of cyanide at his 
fingertips. When escalated their attacks, the temptation was terrible. He has long resisted because of his wife and children, who loved... And, 
at last, one night, the nurse, who slept, did not respond when he press the doorbell. And suffering atrociously, has undertaken the rage, 
despair. I have taken advantage of it to compel him to use the cyanide. 

-And did it? 

-Yes, after having hesitated for half an hour, but after that time, I finally managed to take him the bit. 

In these circumstances, -Lucifer sentence-, I grant you, despite all, a good grade for that client. I will give it because you belongs to a 
select class. 

Wrath grind your teeth, and roughly repeats the phrase: 

-Ah, "yet"! You throw me a good note, as a lamb bone thrown to a dog... Obviously, if I had his face painted like Lust or the prominent belly 
of Gluttony, would be entitled to other accomplishments. 

.. These ladies are lucky! They can work at home and squishy dough well... 
..And they are warmly welcomed, and shake hands, and they are embraced!... 
..-While I, the poor parent, I have to wait, to be content with crumbs. And yet, my work is a hundred times more difficult! 

...If instead of a great doctor, I would have brought a tasty morsel, you Lucifer, would have been more friendly. 

.-Ah, thunder and lightning!... 

...If you crave justice, Hell is not where to look!... 

Satan smiles 

-It is indeed unfortunate that I do not have a mirror at my disposal. You would scare to see how ugly you wear when you ride in anger. 

-And you...? Maybe you think you are beautiful, with your teeth yellow, your hooked nose, your eyes round like lottery balls, and goat 
skin...? 

And the Wrath went away, furious, closing the doors with shock, trampling the archangel of service, and through, like a projectile, the group 
of small demons, that shrink the buttocks, terrified... 


Chapter XXI 
LAZINESS 


The archangel of service calls to the seventh member of the staff: Laziness. 

He called once... twice. No one answers. The third time, shouting, with whistling voice: 

-Laziness-, Lucifer awaits you... 

Since no one responds, the archangel enters the vast waiting room, teeming, pressing against each other, hundreds of subdemons. The archangel 


finally found Laziness, asleep and snoring, mouth open, ensconced in an armchair... Best of all, naturally! 
The archangel energy shakes awake. 
-Sorry! Excuse me!... The Master is calling you. 


-Finally...? Does he decide...? For it has taken time! And he called me the last, when I should be the first, because Laziness is the mother 
of all vices. But I am convinced, like Wrath, that even in Hell virtue is not rewarded. 

The archangel, prudent, replies: 

I can not do anything in a matter. All your complaints to Lucifer. 

For the attention that he cares to me... Listen you, who are young, help me get out of this chair, where I am embedded for hours. 

The archangel, then, is propped up, and with an energetic movement, aided by small goodwill subdemons, stands up to heavy Laziness. 

The feet of this lady has enough burden to bear. Because Laziness is always tired, overwhelmed, fatigue, and collapsed on itself... 
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No walks, crawls. And is needed all the energy of Satan and the fire of Hell, for to throw she into the battle. 

Found she, at last in front of his Master, very unhappy, because she does not like to wait... 

-How is -he shouts hoarsely- that in the power of the full combat of the Other, do not manifest livelier, more spirited, more energetic? Sleep 
and snore when your sisters are fighting!... 

-Oh, not so fast, Lucifer!- Laziness responds, with a languid voice. You forget that I am lazyness. The others, your favorites, moves a lot, 
talk a blue streak, scream, they are given importance to themselves, gesticulate, hands at. A few moments ago, I heard shouting to Wrath. Why? I 
do not ride ever in anger... I am the same sweetness. I act on my own weight. It inspires me dislike the concern of "you see me?" and all other 
extravagances. The good does not make noise, noise does not do well, I do not make noise, sleep... 

...SO I start to protest against Lust. That scheming has claimed to have entered the holy King David in his list of game. I think that is 
intolerable for a very simple reason: no lust had taken over from David if I ever I had not taken possession of it first. I make of him, first, 
a lazy, vague, and because of that, Lust got him to fall. Without me, Bethsabée had lost time, she would not even have the money to pay her 
soaps and perfumes. 

-Bah! Lucifer interrupts, that belongs to the ancient history. I want to know is what you have done since the beginning of current operations. 

-I have done so many things, oh, Lucifer!, I ask leave to sit beforehand because I am tired from all that I have to tell. 

-All I ask you, as the others, some recent events and features. 

-For now, I have lulled many young people, which I have been something like the opium of the will. The parents, for to provide instruction, do 
not omit sacrifice. But they just do not care about, and thinks only in fun. 

...-Since you ask a characteristic fact, I can quote you for a medical student who does not attend their classes, yawn on the books, and does 
not enjoy more than going to listen to the cabarets of Montparnasse filthy stupidities, and trying to compose other more. You will advance, the 
unfortunate diagnoses, the nharmful prescriptions that he will imagine, and the patients who kindly kill, assuring them that he will save their 
lives. And when they come to fetch him at night, you can imagine the reception he will dispense who would wake up! 

-That is right! 

-Recognizes, Lucifer, I am not screaming. I do not promote riots and outbursts. I did not raise my two fists threatening, such as Wrath.. I 
sleep sweetly to the individual. When he goes carousing, he does not wake up for only to start again. And I assure you that this method is of 
surprising results... and that I have so many examples of types. 

...-But I have many others in all the soccial classes. 

-I do not cease to say that the upper classes are the main interest to me. 

-Well, I can tell that I frequent a lot of company who call themselves Catholics... and I know to discourage them. I reveal them the 
indifference, the futility of effort, and I instilled the famous phrase: Nothing to do! 

-Perfectly! I love an idea that embodies as an etching in a slogan, a motto. 

-And when all must be done, they say there is nothing to do, in fact. And it is a pleasure for me to rock them... see them as they sleep 
sweetly, with absolutely quiet conscience... they are going to angling... They are witty and humorous. I could quote you great parishes from 
that point of view, parishes in which no more need to step to rouse the faithful to bugle...Well, not even that! The parishioners sleep. And as 
in a regiment, the slogan is obeyed, and that slogan is, snoring! 

Very well, -Lucifer interrupts-, which has started to pay attention. But, what about the priest of these people? Have you convinced that there 
is nothing to do? 

-I tried to do, but without result. I have seen arrive one, full of ardent faith and dangerous initiatives... 

-So what? 

Being unable to take over him directly, because he resist to sleep, I get it through others. I surround him, little by little, of people who 
would help, but only serve to discourage him. He feels only in the exercise of its work, and can not do anything useful because no one comes to 
the aid him. It is not good that man should be alone. To me, this truth applies to the priest... 

Lucifer seems increasingly satisfied: 

-Really you are not as dumb as I believe. 

-Thanks! I do what I can. I have no more than one string in my bow, but it is good for all the necessities and all the social classes. I fall 
asleep to men, I make them to detest his work, his "pit", as they say, elegantly. His motto is do as little as possible and demand more payment. 
When the calendar appears, I immediately seek the "bridges", ie, the days that will not work. In many offices, there are overstaffed. And when 
an employee wants, nevertheless, work, your itching is accused of zeal, which spoils the work. The dream of dreams is to do well sitting ina 
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car and devour miles. 

...-In the lee of progress, increasingly try to suppress the effort. It exaggerates the use of telephone, elevator, car, of the machine. There 
are no men for to till the land. No yet to think. The newspaper, the "cinema" think for men. I could go on, but I am tired, very tired... 

-A bit of encouragement!... 

-I finish telling you, that I fall asleep to the rich who think only of themselves, in their fortunes, their pleasures, or even suspect that 
the vast responsibility is commensurate with its immense possibilities... 

..-Men have intelligence and yet do not understand that intelligence is not only to be applied to material progress. Death is lurking at all, 
and behave as if they were to remain forever on earth. I have lulled them so that they no longer have force for to raise his head above his 
pleasures. 

...SO just look down... 

...You are Lucifer, his great chief, his god! And I will do all it can to remain so forever and every day! 

So be it, -Lucifer says almost cheerfully-. I realize that your laziness is not idle. Make sleep more and more. Never not sleep enough. We 
need to get that for them religion is not nothing but a historical memory, a certain old announcing the fall of the tree, the fall of the 


Cross. 
...Yes, 
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Laziness, numb on all Christians, make of their churches deserted as these rocks are inert, reminiscent of ancient times, on which 


yields the ocean, alive and exciting, the foam of the dismissive waves. 
Lucifer, stops as if that recall was already before him, a triumphant reality. 


-Come, Laziness... Hey, a little encouragement! Let me help you get up from your chair. Sleep to others, but you do not sleep... 
And the burning lips of Satan sank quietly into the gelatinous cheeks of Laziness. 
-Lucifer... You will burn me! 


-That proves that I do not have numb... 


PART THREE 


THE 


SUBDEMONS ARE DISTINGUISHED 


A YOUNG DEMON THAT WILL GO FAR 


THE 
THE 
THE 
THE 
THE 
THE 
THE 


DEMON OF RELIGIOUS VOCATION 
DEMON OF DESPAIR 

DEMON OF MARRIAGE 

BROKEN POTS DEMON 

MUNDANE DEMON 

DEMON "AD QUID...?" 
INFERNAL HURRICANE 


Chapter XXII 
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A YOUNG DEMON THAT WILL GO FAR 


Was promoted at the door a big fuss, when, shuffling slowly, heavily, Laziness went away. 

All the large cohort of subdemons, angels, little angels, launched in the first cries and screams of outrage that did not quite Laziness 
proclaim his own praises. 

In the case of Laziness, would have been less talkative. 

Then they stirred up a frenzy, not wanting to wait any longer... Everyone was passing over the other because each had something special to 
tell to the Master. 

They too, they mostly had entered the fray, with all the ardor characteristic of wicked boys. 

No need to call them! 

Doing efforts with the arms and with open wings, the archangel of service fails to contain all those youngsters of Hell. Everyone yells: "Me!, 
Me!" 

He had to call in the aid of other archangels and organize a service order. In this interregnum, a small subdemon, smarter than others, 
managed to slip in and out the first under the legs of his guardian. Seeing him appear, despite the barrier of the archangels and their 
comrades, Lucifer began to laugh, with his hideous laugh. 

-You, you will come, young man, because it is not what you lack courage. Do you have many things to tell? 

The little angel cocky firmly, and looking at Satan face to face: 

-No, I have no too much things to tell you. I have only one, but yummy, I mean great! 

-I hear you little, but be brief! 

-I think you wll be pleased with this boy of yours. In my sector, there is a pious village. Every year people go in procession to an old 
Calvary, a cruise wrought iron, dating from the depths of the centuries of ignorance and superstition. 

That calvary, filled with moss and rust, irritated me. And one day, thinking of you, and in you always think, I set him down as the goal of 
your journey... 

-Very well, dear. I can see that you do not eat with the back of the spoon... 

-Yes, but that was not as easy and comfortable as I had thought. Ah, the time ago clericals chose either strategic sites! Cross that had stood 
at the intersection of three roads, the most popular. It was like a perpetual preaching; and in spite of mine, I saw a handful of bigards that 
took off his hats when passing in front of that cross. No, it could not last. 

...-L searched in this retrograde country, to someone whom I could lean on. I have studied, weighed the bad heads of the village, whose temple 
was the bar. Finally, I found three, well prepared, which, so to speak, I managed to incarnate. 

...L have said them: you are men of fists. And let yourself be sent by an elderly priest, a kind of fossil that ignores all the great modern 
evolution. Not known to science, auto, motorcycle, aircraft, have replaced the crass ignorance of ancient times, is therefore a disgrace to the 
people, the support that old dingy Christ, symbol of the Inquisition and of oppression of conscience. Do you think that is fun for young people 
not being able to step on the road without seeing that Christ hung on a cross? Ah, if there be a beautiful old statue of Bacchus or Venus, or a 
rogue faun, that really would be happy, and suggestive, and interesting! 

-Surely, if..., said the three boys, while they emptied his pitcher of red wine. 

-So if you are men that I suppose, must be removed that cross, knock it down. And I add that you will give pleasure to many people I know and 
that irritates the challenge issued in this country, day and night, to the joy of living, Progress and modern Science. 

..-And one evening, taking the ritual snack bar, a council of war was against the Crucified. One would simply sawn at the base. But I, Oh 
Lucifer!, I thought it would be more spectacular, more eloquent for that future generations simply tear it down. 

..-And besides, it would be faster, easier, quieter. The saw is noisy, while starting a cross ruinous, built centuries ago among old stones 
gnawed, is much more comfortable. Within minutes, two good strings, would throw to the ground and bury the cross under the mud in the gutter 
next. 

We shook hands... And so it was decided. 

A very dark night, my three wild men arrived with two well ropes. 

Made sure that there was nobody on the road. Then, quickly, the two ropes passed under the arms of the cross and then threw the three as 
strong as they could. 
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...But again, that was much harder than that I could expect. Yes, it worked only in ancient times. 

Above all, I did not want to discourage them. I awakened his self pride and I have suggested them to return another night, but provided with a 
pick to pull out the stubborn stone pedestal. 

And they came back, with a liter of wine each in the stomach. I saw how they worked. They worked quickly and well. A pickaxe blow apart the 
stones... Then, with the strings pulled with all his might. I stood there in the Unseen. Encouraged them as much as I could. Sweated profusely. 
I paid them a drink of red tip and a glass of absinthe. 

...Revived, made one last effort and one felt that the Christ hesitated, at last, on its base. 

Hey, a little more!... It is yours! 

In fact, they did with him. 

With a formidable crunch, the Crucifix was taken from all the stones that still held him and collapsed on the grass of the slope. 

-Bravo! -exclaimed Lucifer-, beating his claws. 

-And they have dragged it to the mud of the gutter, where it will become moldy, to disappear... No more, no more decisively. 

Lucifer pulled the hair of the beard, and asks: 

-And in the village, what reaction has occurred? 

-Not as big as I feared. The priest, naturally, has stirred up, like us, if we fell into the holy water. And he has launched an incendiary 
sermon, which has not been more than a straw fire. Some good women have whined and murmured of the modern generation. Men, as a pretext for 
doing nothing, have claimed that they were vagabonds, thugs, beggars, those who had perpetrated the deed. Then came the local fair, the verbena, 
the cattle market. Finally, hardly talk about it. 

Would have to do the same in all villages -Lucifer cries-. You are a brave little devil. Come to hug you. 

And very merry, the subdemon get the hug and the kiss of the Master. Then does a somersault in the noses of their comrades, which show a fist 
because he also has been talking too long. And jumping out of there, in the search for a new prank to perform. 


Chapter XXIII 
THE DEMON OF THE RELIGIOUS VOCATION 


Another demon glides, treacherously, among his comrades, and appears to Lucifer. 

He has not the slightest resemblance to the fiery young devil has preceded it. 

This seems like pious. It looks sweet, humble, gentle. Speak calmly, as reflectively: 

-I do not know, oh, Lucifer!, So loud that my comrade has told you. My manners are other very different, and I think quietly, I have more and 
better than what he has done with so much noise. 

-Leave your comrade in peace. And tell me what you have done on behalf of my big day... 

-I will be as short as possible. But after listening to me think I should tell you what I mean. 

Here it is: I have searched so long on this day will give particular astral pleasure. He longed to bring something none of my other comrades 
offer you. After much hesitation, my choice has fallen into a charming young man who believing himself called by Christ, had thought and decided 
to enter the Grand Seminary and become a priest. 

-Oh!, here is one thing that really interested me -exclaimed Lucifer, with singular attention-. What did you do? 

-I tried to get hold of him directly. 

-What do you mean? 

-I have managed myself to supply him a friend, under whose skin I have established as at my own home. 

...Under my inspiration, that friend had the firm intention to close the youth access to the seminar. In the meantime, has made the 
traditional objections, has provided books, has criticized the priests, who are not what vain people imagine. Then dragged him to secular and 
scientific centers, where the religious vocation is considered as an indication of weakness of mind, a kind of neurasthenia entrusted to the 
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care of psychiatrists... 

-Very good! 

-Yes, but this idea of vocation was so ingrained in his spirit, the youth has resisted. And I realized that it was necessary to find an 
retreat area to undertake an assault that would be decisive. I came back to grab my agent, who was almost discouraged, and I have suggested a 
medium that has almost always successful. 

-That way is to put a couple in their way. 

-Yes, my dear devil, you are right. Remember how I have succeeded in the ex-Garden of Eden, making a woman intervened in my plot. 

-Yes, Master, I remember it very well. I am not as strong as you, but I also hoped to succeed. 

...-Both my friend and I have chosen her. And there were many who kicked, eager to break free from their enforced celibacy... 

...Ours was young, friendly, a blonde with blue eyes... smart, very eager to marry. 

-Although you are not more than a little devil, you are reasoning with real success. 

-I would add, Oh Lucifer!, That this lady had, instinctively, what is called the sense of practical behavior. She did not scared our budding 
seminarian. While she managed to meet him in a field as it were absolutely peaceful, calm, social work and the like, in the church, she did not 
stand far from him, had care for their parents, provided services. Was introduced gradually in the family, without ulterior motive of any kind, 
apparently. So sweet and melancholic as one might wish, dressed with elegance and simplicity, staying within the limits observed by people of 
good education. 

Better and better! -Lucifer whispers-, looking up. 

So, one day, when the environment was well prepared and willing the victim for sacrifice, I managed so that the two were completely alone, as 
if by accident. She then suddenly began to mourn. 

-But what happens? What is wrong with you? Exclaimed the poor innocent, scared. 

-Oh, nothing! I should not have come here. I felt so strong... 

More and more excited, the future seminarian rinsed her eyes with his own handkerchief. And as she swayed, holding to she in his arm, 
comforting, a little dazed. For what consolate her?... 

-I want to know what can cause you much suffering, he murmurs beside her, in an anguished voice. 

-Do not ask me! 

-But, why not? 

-I can not tell! No I can confess!... I fear that after not want to see me again... 

-I beg you!... 

-You want it? 

-Oh, what if I want?, With all my soul!... 

-Do not resent me? 

-No. 

-Do you promise?, Do you swear it? 

-Promised. 

Do you swear? -She insists-. 

The novice hesitates before this last word. And finally, he decide: 

-Yes, I swear... 

-Well, I love you! And the pain makes me crazy to think you wants to abandon, dressing gown, to enter the seminary... 

The young man then contemplates the beautiful girl who weeps over her shoulder. See her blue eyes wet with tears, and whispers: 

-That is not accomplished yet... 

-She recovers immediately, subject her hair, wipes her tears and supporting both hands on the shoulders of the young and looking good in the 
face, looking in his eyes: 

-Oh, thanks for the hope you give me!... 

..-Hope has become reality, since they were married yesterday. 

The priest is dismayed; the families, splited, the daughters of Mary, jealous... 

..-Here is the delicacy that I bring to you... 

... Recognizes that this, your joung demon has not worked very badly... 
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Bravo! -Lucifer exclaims-. I am delighted of you. You are what could be called a "one hundred percent" diplomatic. I will use you to higher 
missions... 

...Think about this: a priest unless for Christ! All damage to me that could have become from that seminarian!... 
Avoid all the hurt that could make me that seminarian!... 

..-It is amazing! And from that moment on, you ascend to archangel. 

The pious countenance of that elusive demon is illuminated with a sweet smile. 

And at the sight of so happy that comrade, the other demons jealous and angry, show him the fist, shouting: 

-Intriguing! Hypocrite! Clerical! Hu!... Hu!... 


Chapter XXIV 
THE DEMON OF DESPAIR 


Let him enter! Order Lucifer to the archangel. 

The devil that is coming is also different at all to others. The dark look, dressed entirely in black, walking slowly. Produces a sinister 
impression. 

Be brief, -says Lucifer-, with little pleasure, seeing him coming. 

-Iam short, but continuous. 

-What do you say with that? 

-That I am the specialist in the weak, the scrupulous, the sick. There superabundance of that sort, and more every day. 

-Do you exploit the anguish? 

-And the dying despair. 

-Congratulations! 

-Precisely, Lucifer, my area has no limits. Work in hospitals, in garrets, in convents and also too often in the world. Undermines the ground 
of conscience and search the archive of the families. 

..-L say to the scrupulous: That sin...? Do not confess!... You have forgot a capital circumstance that alters the species and greatly 
increases malice. It should be you coming back to see your confessor, who beg him to listen to you again. Although no other reason than to 
appease charity and your conscience, just as restless. 

..-And how this new step will not lead to any result, I prompted to the scrupulous to confess again with another confessor. For the 
conscientious, after multiple consultations, always revert to their own opinion: "If my confessor knew me as I know, I would not so easily given 
absolution". And it continues to grow, like a snowball to infinity. 

..-As for the well off, who have bright red blood in the veins, I try to make them doubt the legitimacy of his fortune, the honesty of certain 
Significant benefits realized, secretly, in the detriment of the poors. 

..-But all my preferences are concentrated on the dying. These barely resist me. Already physically weakened, so are their souls. Do with 
them, more or less what I want. 

Try me take advantage of it, -says Lucifer-, because in these times of transition from one life to another is when you can grab mass of souls. 

-This is precisely the ideal aspiration of my demon life. Sometimes I managed well to avoid being called to the priest or arrives too late... 
dying and then die as the beasts die. 

...Sometimes, instilled in the fear of dying a horrible death. "Dying, he suggests, becomes reality all what is abominable in the total 
annihilation. You have here all that is necessary to continue your happy life. You will need to abandon everything! Do you understand it? 
All..., your room, your house full of memories that you have so lovingly groomed and ready. Will have to leave your fortune, your life. Your 
eyes will be closed, you mouth dry, your heart will stop beating, and become an inert thing, horrible, rotten, which has no name in any language 
and should be buried, hidden away, away from the eyes of those who are still alive". 
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..-And do not be weak to grab onto some hope. Do not make any illusions. What you suffer is hopeless. Your relatives, your doctor, your nurse 
will cheat, are playing a comedy when you talked about your potential cure. Cancer is not cured. And what you have is a cancer. You will witness 
your own decay, at the expense of much suffering! 

...-And to get what? A place that you like so many others, inside four boards. 

..-And that will be your end. 

..That is the exact truth. 

..This is what awaits you. 

..This is what you are told no, and you need to know. 

.Remember that there is no more deceived creature than a sick. 

..And, then, the world continue to live. 

..Sifting through the drawers of your furnitures, read your personal letters, tore the photographs. 

.But above all, your assets will be distributed. 

..-And maybe even you, yourself, you that are lying on your back and can not do anything but look, impatience surprised you in the eyes of 
your heirs, and a precursor of the dissensions greed of tomorrow. 

..And if you belong to those who have been loved with selfless love, bart for you, your suffering will be greater in the eyes bathed in 
Sincere tears, with the arms that you tend to shake a inmminent corpse... And for a front face that begins to freeze, be deposited desperate 
kisses that can not restore the heat. 

..Yes; poor dying, while picking your rags, accommodate on your sheets: it is needed to leave. 

..And to go where? 

.. What a mystery! 

..TO nothing... maybe! 

..And that is the best hope, joy and end of absence in this precarious world, where everything is anxiety and pain. 
Or, if you have a weakness, disgrace to believe in the Hereafter, poor wretch, you will appear before a terrible God... 

..The God of justice and anger... 

..The God of the Dies irae.... 

..The God who is going to push yourself fully aware of everything, even useless words 

..The God who is missing until his angels... 

.. Therefore, miserable sinner, what will become of you? 

.In what abyss you are going to hide yourself? 

After having repeatedly said this, because repetition is the strongest of the figures, I got gruesome deaths, despairing farewells of life, 
with blasphemies... 

Dead belonging to you, Lucifer... 

And I, that I am not, however, nothing but a miserable subdemon, I bring you all this, all these agonies, these outstretched fists, those eyes 
full of incomprehension and horror, to the glory and service of yours. 

Thanks -Satan answered-; stuffing continues unabated, every day, herds of desperate in my hell. And in this definitive transit and tragic, 
tear out all you could tear from Christ. 

Lucifer is satisfied of you! 


Chapter XXV 
THE DEMON OF MARRIAGE 


Came after a very roguish little devil, malicious eyes, nose, nosy, meddling in all the pots. His comrades called him "the love" because his 
specialty was the engagements, weddings and especially divorces. 
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Lucifer, looking at him, smiles, because he knew beforehand that his ministry of perdition was quite picturesque. 

-Miserable! What spells have you committed today? 

-Oh, Lucifer! Since this is your day, I wanted to, like many of my comrades, definitely bring something fresh and new, instead of bring things 
from the pile, old marriages and other ridiculous things. So I bring you today, in a single dish, a nice young couple married yesterday. 

-Flatterer! Do you want to flatter me? 

-Yes... I am delighted to provide you a pleasure. For today I wanted, I have studied. This is a young student, worship, sentimental, dreamy... 
In short: everything you need to cut his neck. It is smart, but very stupid. I am sure you understand what I mean, and that these two words can 
go together very well... 

Lucifer approves with a nod: 

-Yes, almost always in love... 

-That was very naive at the age traditionally is disturbed in the soul, need for affection, tenderness, caress and love. 

-That is precisely your jurisdiction. 

-I then examined the problem, and I said to myself: "Well boy, you are mature enough to commit the inevitable blunder. Need Love? Well, wait a 
minute. I will give you love, and tons!..." 

I put then in wait, and I assure you I was very good in that my element. Why I like this game very much. I have reviewed many young people. 
And I have settled on one that physically is really pretty, a brunette, tanned complexion, eyes, wizards, and responds to the name of 
Nefralbina. 

-And where have unearthed that name? 

-Her father is a pharmacist, and somewhat vain. He wanted to choose a name of their profession. Nefralbina has, moreover, nothing in his 
person the beauty of the devil. And pardon the expression... 

-Thanks! 

-But the fund owns. Other than that, can not do absolutely nothing, not even a stew, or a buttonhole. A fortiori, it does not know what 
running a home. In short: a zero. 

I have managed to link these two destinations in the way of life. And I have launched a high voltage current. I attended the usual 
preliminaries. They have looked at the bottom of the eyes, hands have been caught, have written incendiary letters. And the bride has received 
precious gifts. The whole ritual of perfect love! And you can imagine that I know well all their pages. 

...First class wedding, newspaper advertisements, invitation cards in luxury card stock. 

...-Despising the parish clergy, daily bread, were to seek out a priest, about a family friend. And they have delivered a splendid double talk. 
Well I noticed he did not know a word about this marriage or the annulment of the beloved Nefralbina. Naturally, I took part in the ceremony. I 
have embodied in a page of honor, with eyes closed, I have tasted all the sentences silently in the background of what you call my heart. These 
are the modest unlucky of my craft, the joy, the joy of your little subdemon... 

The well-paid choirmaster has been exceeded. 

I have heard for the hundredth time, the March of the Priests of Alceste, the aria from Bach, the Ave Maria of Gounod, Our Father of Busser. 

In the output of the church, under a beautiful sun, amid the curious and the dressmakers, eager to see the last fashions of women, was an 
apotheosis. 

Of course, the photographers were there and tripping, here and there... 

And in particular groups, among which I circulated to form an opinion on the case, all the guests, friends and acquaintances, they exclaimed 
in chorus: "What a beautiful couple so full! What household, firm and affectionate, they will start ! Cause joy to see a marriage so lovely! is 
a blooming spring!..." 

Yes, but I was there!... 

-Rogue crafty! -Lucifer exclaims, laughing-: you do not respect anything! 

-But if is for you Satan, you know well that, so I decided to hunt... 

...-Moreover, even though I had left my benevolent influence, that marriage was so completely idiotic that it had broken its own... the wedding 
of carp and rabbit. 

-That is what will have happened. 

-Yes, Lucifer, and very quickly. 

-After a year? 
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-Long before. After three months the discussions kicked off... 

...From the racks, I have thrown oil on the fire. 

...Discussions then ensued... more serious. 

...They said another rude phrases, vexatious. 

...With horror, he, a student of a great school, already charged with heavy responsibilities, he realized that he had married with a 
mannequin, and that regardless of the issues affecting the clothing, lunches and "cinema" can not exist between him and his wife, intelligent 
conversation. 

...-It iss a heavy burden, an iron ball, which leads under their feet, and to atone for his blunder, that he must to drag all his life, day and 
night. 

..-And, finally, one morning, in an obvious truth that, tired, had failed to silence, her little and adored Nefralbina pick, of a jump, a 
garment hanger, leaving to him with one eye swollen belly and rips to the beloved. 


When that day comes gasping to his office and his colleagues are concerned to see him so pitiful state, he says he suffered a terrible fall of 
the bicycle. 


...Not so! 
It was his half sweet that she had downloaded on his irritated nerves. 


..-And now, Lucifer, you can imagine the rest, separation, family against family, lawsuit, divorce, and everything else. 
-Is there nigutn child? 


-Yes, and not Do you Understand? 
-Perfectly! 
-If this amuses you, I can quote you other cases, very picturesque too... 


No, your dear Nefralbina is enough for my happiness. You are a charm -Lucifer growled-. When I will want to get married, I tell you to choose 
my woman... 


-Always at your service, dear sir, answered the demon, very pleased with the smile of his master and to have caused a certain effect on the 
hardened heart of his boss... 


Chapter XXVI 


THE BROKEN POTS DEMON 


The devil "in love" is obscured by who is coming immediately after it. Lucifer seems, indeed, more funny. 
It is a cherub that other fallen angels, more wicked than him, dragged in his rebellion. 
It is cute, curly hair, with the malicious look of a little monkey, always on the lookout for the occasion to any wrongdoing. 
Lucifer takes pleasure. Because these subdemonios distracting the ego of his immense boredom. 
-Come, little man, how many have been victims of your pranks? 
-Not all that I wanted to... But in the spirit of change and because of your journey, I plan to bring an appetizer that I hope you like it. 
-Let the dish. 
-Oh, you will not be used to eating it every day. Imagine that now I working in the house of the archpriest. 
-What an idea! And what bad company! 


-But if it is for you, to vary your menu. Remember that men on earth, they say: "The change of feed, glad the ass". I wanted to rejoice 
myself. 


-I appreciate the comparison. You observe a complete lack of respect for your superior. 


-In any case, I assure you it is very interesting to work on the house of those "gentlemen priests." 
-Strongly agree. 
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-Ah! See? Can you move your nose! You will love listening me. 

..-Ll am, as I say, in the house of a venerable archpriest. I walk through the sanctuary. I am naturally very good with the cook, an old 
servant, devout lost, with an old character. 

...Thanks to a banana peel, put in a good place, I had to fall her back with all her foots high, when she had carefully, mercifully, a pile of 
old dishes, that she had finished to dry as a preparation for the next day in wich the Bishop would eat in the sanctuary. 

..-AS a good job, you can believe it was real! The multiplication of the dishes! 

...Faced with this disaster, the archpriest was furious not because he is a saint. But he do not missed the urge to do it. However, this was 
just a small beginning, as it were an appetizer. 

...L have spent whole days in the office of the archpriest, where there are comfortable armchairs. I liked a lot to stir the papers. He had 
been preparing a sermon and could not find the pages again. Insidiously, I had made that slide under your chair. I concealed his pen, his 
breviary. I have hidden the glasses, the scarf, his book of accounts. 

...You had to hear him say, with a indignantly voice again himself: "But where is my pen? If I had it to my scope few moments ago. I have not 
moved from here. And I do not find it! 

...-L understand it! I had hidden it in the triangle formed by the back of an open Bible. 

...TO make matters worse finish, has sought another who had no ink. He had to fill it. But his fingers trembling with age, have left the ink 
from spreading everywhere. 

...-Then, seized with impatience and always angry to himself: "This is the old age! No longer good for anything. And when Bishop comes, I will 
present my resignation". 

...Then he put to work again, however. But I did not leave him too much time alone. As soon as came a beggar, or two, well trained, driven by 
me. AS sooner was a stream of air, the fuming stove. And when, for to recover the lost time, worked for the night, after dinner, her elderly 
sister came to complain loudly because the price of electricity, and because he, working well, will sleep poorly at night. 

...-When reciting his breviary, I turned his brain into a public square, through which they passed and repassed the most unexpected ideas. To 
the extent that sometimes believed that holy man who had jumped the "Hours", and argued with himself to decide whether to start or not. 

And during Mass -Lucifer interrupts-, I hope you will not forget him. 

-As to that, I do what I can. But I have to save an obstacle, a severe guard of the angels of the other side. However, a few days ago I 
managed to break the cruets. Indeed, that is my specialty, both at once, and with them, the glass dish on the slabs of the sacristy. 

-In short: you are primarily a "breaking pots". 

-Yes, my dear master, responds the demon with sobriety. Breaking dishes, pots, that is something! 

Paternally, Lucifer replies: 

-Yes; the little things promote the larger ones. A pebble in the shoe breaks down the most beautiful excursion. 

-So, Lucifer, I press my pious maneuver. This morning I turned to grab my archpriest and he have to lose his keys. 

-Very well, persevere in this way. With the little skill you have, you will make him to lose the head one day. 

...L have begun to do! My reached my triumph the day in which, alone, the Bishop came. Everyone was in place. The cook, side to the stove. And 
the archpriest had not slept. 

...One day I was unleashed. 

...L started in the kitchen. I tried that good woman incurs in distractions, and the milk has been spilled over the pan. And she essentially 
needs it for the sauces, pies and all the rest. 

...The fire has not finish to ignited well. The butcher was late. A vicar, myopic and rather clumsy, had crushed with his spiked shoes, the 
tail of the cat, the mime of Miss, sister of archpriest. The cat has launched horribly scerams, and escaped, breaking, when fleeing, a bottle of 
oil. And there had been to looking at him, and comfort in the garden. 

...Then, I went to church. I have introduced the confusion into the sacristy. The choir boys did not come. Appeared the censer, but not the 
incense, and there was dispute to decide who would carry the cross, the candlesticks, the edges of the cassock of the Bishop. 

...L ended up by completely disrupt to Mr. archpriest. He had memorized his speech to the Bishop. The speech was very beautiful and touching. 
But in the half of it, I have managed to fail his memory. He wanted to consult its pages hastily, but I had misplaced it in the sacristy. 

...Then the poor man was dry, that is, began to profusely sweat. The parishioners were wondering what would happen. Indeed, if I had not been 
your demon, I would have pity. But I had ventured so much so that I could not stop now. I wanted to take my audacity to play a trick to the 
Bishop, taking off his ring. But I failed. In the afternoon, I got to rush the patience of the staff: the Swiss guard, especially, was so 
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deranged as if he were, instead of one, thirty six thousand men. 

Lucifer laughed, rubbing his hands: 

-One day I will get it-, maybe. 

-Well, that day I will give you promotion. 

The little devil makes the caper ritual, and leave, excited to join his comrades, who increasingly are impatients and for not to vary, they 
tend, angry theirs claws. 


Chapter XXVII 
THE MUNDANE DEMON 


Tall and erect, fine, elegant, perfumed like a woman, wearing the livery proud of her master, the demon of the World is coming forward. 

When he saw him, Lucifer laughs. 

The devil feels, apparently, very hurt by it. 

-But if it is to serve you, Satan, so I have seen so... With this costume I can introduce myself in all the solemnities of the earth, every 
evening, all dancing, all displays of the people of the world. remember I am, with the Pride, the angel who hate your enemy, Christ. 

And with a finger that looks like a fingernail painted red, the angel shows its currency, interspersed, as a challenge, between his curly 
hair: Vae world... There the world!... 

Lucifer gets serious: 

-I do not underinestimate your power. But with all these worldly trappings I always have fun. Do not get mad... Now I hear you. 

The angel warns that it may be something extended, but will certainly be interesting. With evident pleasure, not omit any detail, as an artist 
who had carved a beautiful ivory and liked to be noted all their delicate beauty. 

-Lucifer, in this day of preparation, I wanted to bring, as all my great comrades, a morsel indeed fit for a king. 

-What do you call this real bite? 

The angel is reconcentrated, and finally, he mentions the name of a lady well known in the international society, a lady who frequents, 
throughout the year, the most famous recreational spots. 

-Is she dead that lady? 

Dead is her body and her soul is also dead; or so I hope. I suggested it to myself at all costs. For a long time I spent with all perseverance 
to the task of stun her, thought to prevent to think... 

Lucifer interrupts: 

-Yes, indeed, you have managed to carry out your purposes, I think essential to tell from this moment that you have become a very deserving of 
my gratitude. 

The devil makes a spectacular worldly reverence, and continues: 

-I was under observation the lady for such a long time ago, during a lavish festivals, where a circle of admirers formed around her. Very 
pretty, More flirtatious even than beautiful, and very rich... He Spent fabulous sums in the homes of the most famous designers in the luxury 
salons and beauty institutes. 

..She was invited to all the brightest meetings, ate in the best restaurants, and this last detail was my hope. Soon, very soon, I had a hunch 
that this hope was beginning to be realized. 

...One evening, out of the car, after a picnic, my dear friend suffered a vertigo. 

..-She said nothing to anyone. But secretly, went to see a doctor, high priest of the profession, he took the tension away. 

..-He was 27. 

That is too much, lady, you skirts an abyss in which you could suddenly fall. 

The doctor prescribed a severe regime, forbidding night exits, meat, wine, spirits, all that was the joy of her life. 
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..-A little scared, promised to the doctor to obey him in everything, to be content with a vegetable broth, every night, every dinner... 

For about fifteen days, was fulfilling its promise. 

But I was there... and with some of her friends more or less reckless and ignorant of the danger. 

That week was an international dance and costumes, and all her friends wanted to attend. 

The temptation is violent. She hesitates. Her friends are surprised at this, incite here to be sure to attend this event, of which speak all 
the newspapers... And besides, it is once. Now did penance enough to qualify as insignificant afford expansion. 

She yields at last, and completely. 

...They meet to decide what dress is to carry each. Because you have to avoid overlap and duplication. 

..-My dear friend of naive shepherdess dress, all white tulle and pink belt. Then comes the choice of tulle, the test, the opinion of the 
director of the fashion house, choice of satin slippers, consultation at the Barber home. Buqles will be deleted to make them old peasant 
braids, very smooth... ! This is not easy!... It will require at least three sessions... What red lips... and nails ...? And the problem of the 
large pastoral hat, and the arch, adorned with a pink ribbon, and everything else! 

...L was there in the Unseen, to suggest ideas to dress up this doll in the most suggestive mode. I thought about dancing, especially of the 
lunch! Because I knew she was greedy, and I was aware that the few deprivation that she had been imposed to herself, would have become more 
greedy then. This, considering the tension, she was a hope. I rightly assumed that that tension would rise in a ruthless and dangerous way. 

..-My client, otherwise, completely obsessed with such dizzying detail, there was not already thinking of her regime, but only in his 
headdress and her party. 

Abbreviate,-says Lucifer-, impatient; a host of demons kicking at the door. 

The mundane demon, imperturbable inadvertently omitting a single detail of what he has to tell: 


-Well, she attended to that dance. Dramatic entrance... My client was for shure the most beautiful. Cute white dress; hair with braids, who 
descended on her shoulders, low cut as much as could be desired. All the shepherds watching, admiring, caring, surrounding the beautiful 
shepherdess. The orchestral prelude... The dance begins about midnight... Sweeping waltz... Ambigu well stocked... The party is in full swing. 


Journalists, photographers are there to illustrate the article about to bewritten. 
Suddenly, there was a commotion and people crowded in a corner of the room. 
What is that? -asked a gentleman-, adjusting his monocle. 
-Oh, nothing! Is the Countes N... , probably too oppressed, who has had a syncope. 
And the dance continues. The couples spend and spin happily. 
In fact, the Countess has just relocated to a separate lounge. She is lying as dead on a couch. 
..-Above all, it is highly recommended to some who know, do not say anything, not to disturb the joy of all dancers to the beat, sometimes 
languid and sometimes devilish orchestra. 
.But, nevertheless, has telephoned the doctor. Which finally arrives, rubbing sleepy eyes. 
..It is two in the morning. 
..-Although the door is closed, the echoes of dance are coming from there. 
..- With the cuffs rolled up, the doctor just made the patient a formidable bleeding. 

...-What a show!... The blood runs over that white tulle dress that can not undo it, for more elegance, was sewn on the same Countess, in 
person. 
...They are in that drawing room the owner of the room and two elderly ladies who, peering behind the curtains, they have seen everything... 

and contemplate the picture with frightened eyes. 
...Because the gracious shepherdess, the brilliant dancer, has become in few moments in a dying breathless. 
..-And behold, an old lady -oh, what thoughts of wring her neck!- Murmured, clasping her hands: Will probably have to call the priest? 
...The doctor then turns around and under my inspiration, says: 
-A priest? If you want to... But will not do much, the patient is already unconscious. 
-Would be to add, "aided by the sacraments of the Church". 
Bah! -Whispers the doctor-; yet that does not add, anyway. It does not hurt anyone. 
...No, nobody... not even me, who was there, my dear Lucifer, in a corner of the room, laughing behind everyones back. 
..-My prey, my magnificent prey... She was in my hands; I had done it. 
About three o'clock in the morning, it was over. I offer you, then, oh, beloved boss!, an interesting soul, which will produce more sensation 
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in your Inferno that brought by several of my dear colleagues, who dream in supplant me. 

No, no one can impersonate the mundane Angel. He achieves its success too easily. 

Precisely, that is my domain. I know what I know. 

..-Again I must go, I have there other souls under my supervision... The holidays provide many souls at this time. The harvest is plentiful, 
would send reinforcement to me, but damn well trained, who know the life and yawn not dreaming. 

It is true what you say -responds Lucifer-, suddenly thoughtful. Reflect on what you ask me. In the meantime, continues to work well. Your 
report has been long, but I was interested. 

The mundane angel greeted politely. And with the wings wide open, amid an infernal uproar, again he descend on earth, where happy humans are 
stunned unconsciously, as the blowflies in the golden dust of the sun and continue his round between two massacres. 


Chapter XXVIII 
THE DEMON "AD QUID...?" 


And here comes another subdemon. 

From the first moment you get the impression that it is a special being, characterized by the bones of his person, long neck, with a kind of 
lift, which is its prominent walnut, swivel head... The large eyes come to aggravate more that disturbing face, eyes that emerge, like as a 
frog. 

Seeing him, one would think I was seeing an interrogation point. 

And, indeed, is a interrogation. Cold face, hermetic, offensive. 

Lucifer, tired with the previous reports, examines him with hard eyes, under his fire eyebrows. He feels that he will give a heavy "tin" to 
him. 

So, are you? -He says-, sounding arrogant. 

-Do you recognize me? 

-Yes. You are the Ad quid... Curious name! Who do you put it? 

-Well, my dear brethren, of course. 

-What you do today? 

-What other people. With one difference: that what I do, nobody sees. Do not bring snacks chosen, as these ladies and gentlemen, the high 
demons. My career is not the brightest. But I think despite all mean something to your august eyes... 

-So what I want. But you start everything without ever finish anything. I like the demons of effective action. 

-And without all, I can introduce facts that would show how wrong you are with your poor Ad quid. Obviously, I do not work for hunting pieces. 
I prepare the bait, insinuating, breaking the initiatives, undermine the good intentions, I speak for the donations given to pious works, 
weeding wills. I teach the best certain phrases that eventually produce its effect. I say to them, for example: Ad quid?, namely: Why? That is 
my motto too. And I know you like slogans. From it comes my name. And with his help, I do many things that your authoritarian demon lords could 
not ever reach. 

-I am stunned by all these phrases. Cite a concrete fact, and then after you can leave here. 

-Thank you for your kindness to a poor devil. 

...-Well, here is the concrete fact that your majesty want: a wealthy banker was obsessed with the idea of building a dwelling for a hundred 
families in a suburb. And he was about to commit a considerable amount in this nonsense, that would have an entire people in the hands of 
priests. 

-Have you created then the obstacle? 

-Yes; and with my Ad quid. 

...-L have said repeatedly, in private: "What a mistake! Lost much money!... 


And as he protested, then I have cited the example of a tenement, 
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sacked in a few years by the workers themselves. A beautiful building, with all the modern comfort... But these gentlemen workers had been 
imposed certain restrictions, for the general good. Have been offended. Presumed to be attentive to the dignity of workers. And then there was a 
very important point, for which they themselves did not come to agree. Some wanted a large room and several small... Others demanded otherwise, 
ie: no big piece, but more small pieces... 

...Several demanded that they be granted the right to have in the yard, chickens and rabbits drawers... Increasing number rejected the central 
heating. And quickly formed a sindicate: divisions, intrigue, refusals to pay the rent couta... 

...But they even will go beyond... They steal the copper faucets, unscrew the light bulbs, elevators are abused and also used to go down. 


Families with many children demand special treatment, wanting to be more favored than the others. Women take action on the matter. That was the 
hell, scandals at home, jealous, anonymous letters, arguments, processes. 

The age of that benefactor was completely poisoned. 

...-Summary: After hear all the facts I quoted to him, and that I had greatly exaggerated, the banker keeps his money for an investment 
destination much more secular. 

-Perfectly! I recognize that this is something tangible. 

-Wait Lucifer, You have asked for a fact... I will quote you another. 

-Not too long!... 

-You will never have patience with me, and you should thank me for what I will tell you now. 

...-L set my aim on a great writer, great in power, because it is still an unknown writer. But it has everything to become a formidable...! 
Take two years ago working on a book that will cause sensation, the authenticity of the Gospels. 

Lucifer is startled. 

-Oh, be quiet! I set myself the task, as a holocaust to your astral day, to discourage the writer. He was working day and night, burning with 
enthusiasm. By gathering new documents. In short: not very good health, much fatigued. But he was sustained and encouraged by the thought of the 
immense good that his book will provide all those who think and seek the truth, especially to Protestants who dream with a return to 
Christianity. 

-More reason to completely close the passage. 

-That is exactly what I am on track to do. The other night -it was two in the night- still working, despite of the protests of his wife. I 
felt him nervous, depressed. Then I have estimated that the environment was favorable to me. Then I approached him and I whispered in his ear: 
"Ad Quid?... why all that work? First, they are not going to understand you. They will no follow you... That is too strong for most minds and, 
above all, is not "commercial". You are going to make useless and outdated a lot of books written on the same subject. The authors and 
publishers will turn into yours enemies. 

..-In conclusion: We found that no publisher would risk their money in publishing a book of four hundred pages, which must necessarily be very 


expensive. 
...Do not forget that the paper reaches high prices, salaries are high. In short, your book, however beautiful it may be, will not be sold... 
You have eyes to see and ears to hear... Even if you are intellectual, you have both feet on the ground. Convince yourself that the people, the 


vast majority, reserve his money, now, to spend on travel, motorcycles, cars, petrol, radio receivers, "movies"... 

..-As for those distant and speculative issues, beaten a hundred times, the authenticity of the Gospels! Those not interested at all! So 
instead of fatigue your brain translating Hebrew and burn your eyes, go to bed... That will be much wiser! 

-I admit that this procedure is quite clever. 

-I have quoted famous examples: the Waqner, which at one period of his life, he had no money to buy bread for his family. Mozart suffered 
quite the same anguish, 

...-But I insisted in the particularity of the special case of Gounod, which, despite his genius, he had found not a single French publisher 
wanted to print his famous Faust. And He had to go to London, where, at last, one, carrying all the risk, was decided to publish his work. 

..-And today, when one wants to get a full house at the opera, there are only put on posters Faust. But on hearing this, Lucifer is concerned 
and makes violent signs denials: 

-Woe! Do not see that you destroy the full benefit of your suggestion... How?... Are you going to quote the unfortunate beginning of Gounod 
and his splendid ultimate triumph! ... Quote to Wagner and Mozart, who were in the same case?... But if there is no matter to encourage all the 
clerical initiatives... The road is rough, but the finishing position is wonderful. For a moment I thought of you as smart. But you ended by 
becoming a goldfish tail. Despite your great eyes, you are short sighted... 
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Deeply upset, Ad Quid replies: 

-You forget, Lucifer, in Faust, the great role are represented by you. You can not see Faust without Mephisto... 

-But, poor devil of four coins, if there is no comparison. You forget that I am -and how!- In all the Gospels. I am who, solemnly, tempted 
Christ three times. I am the one who challenges Christ. I, whom he expelled from the body of the sick, that I had embodied. Do you try to 
prevent the appearance of this book with arguments that clearly turn against you! That is crazy! Today you offer it to me as a gift, a wonderful 


pineapple... 
Suddenly, Ad Quid rebels: 
-When it comes to irons, I have not ever committed such a monumental like yours!... For to get what? We could be so perfectly happy staying in 


the sky... While today we suffer slavery and hell... 
-Shut up! You are insulting. You are an evil demon, a renegade, with the addition of imbecility! 
Beside himself, the subdemon jumps over the Master, with the claws open. 
But the service Archangel intervenes, grabs him by the throat and throws him brutally to the outside, shouting: Quid Ad...? 
What...? You know well that you are bound forever!... 
And while the unfortunate subdemon are going stumbling and rolls down over the hard iron stairs, the sound echoes ironically repeats: Ad 


Quid!... Ad Quid!... For whatj... For whatj... 


Chapter XXIX 
THE INFERNAL HURRICANE 


And came the storm, the hurricane!... 
Lucifer, nervous and fatigued, completely infuriated. 
Swollen with pride and accustomed to all the adulation of their slaves, could not endure the insolence of that subdemonio, which has had the 
courage to see things differently from the way he sees them. 
Call the archangel of service: 


-Are they still spend many demons? 
-Do many ...? There are a bunch! They are impatient... Kicking. And you will not put an end, Lucifer, if you want to listen to everyone. Have 


flocked through the gates. And if they were not made of iron, iron of the Hell... and if reinforcements had not arrived at all of beating wings, 
I would have spilled over to harass you with the story of his exploits and his vindications. 

Lucifer, then wields a terrible whip, made of bundles of fire, and without stopping, entering the vast waiting room. 

The show is terrific. 

All demons are there, huddled against each other, screaming, fighting, crawling, screaming. Intersect discussions raging above their heads. 

Failing to do so before Lucifer, shout their misdeeds struggling, hoping, despite the din, Satan would notice them. 

I -cry the Human respect, should have gone first, because I have all the men caught by the throat. And not only the mob, but also the most 
illustrious men who have not dared to set foot in the church because of me... Did I hear right?... Everyone! And for more than a century!... 

-That is not true! Now, go back. There are currently more men than women in the churches. 

-What could I say to you, then? Exclaimed the demon of Ingratitude. I condemn, just for myself, more souls than any that are here. Christ 
healed ten lepers... Not one has come to thank him. It is a good ratio. I currently do it a lot better. 

-Exaggerate!... 

-Well, judge for yourselves. Every day, all the men sit around the table. And they do it two or three times. Look at those who believe in 
giving thanks for the bread they eat, for the wine they drink. Look at those who pray the Benedicte, which make at least the sign of the Cross. 
At other times our ancestors drew with his knife the sign of the cross on the loaf before to start cutting. The modern, ever!... And that, for 
my sake, because the demon of Ingratitude. So those are ungrateful are mine. 
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But his colleague, the Human respect, not transinge with that statement. And he replies, angrily: 

-Recounts the Christians now that three times a day in the city and fields, hear the touch of the Angelus and pray not ever. Why? Well, fear, 
social respect. Ingratitude is not about anything that ... Those are mine, and even more numerous than yours! 

Face to face with his fist stretched, convulsive mouth, horrible to see, the two demons start to fight. 

They are not the only. Because you can see there, to the demon of Speed, which, standing, whistling voice shouts: 

-What about me? Do not you have me in mind for me? I wanted also, oh, Lucifer!, that I had corresponded turn to you, to list the multitude of 
them that I killed all the ways of the death. 

..-How often I have bewitched the guiding father! I drive him crazy, speeds up looking neither a village nor a landscape, nothing but the 
stupid road that extends to infinity before him ... 

80..., 90..., 10..., 120 to now. Infuses him the madness of speed. 

Bring in your car his entire family. And do not think about it. 

...The mother shakes, fixes his eyes on the gear indicator. 

...The children are asleep, peaceful. 

Not so fast, my friend! -Pleaded the wife-. 


He, very vain, laughs... He is the man! He, who is not afraid of anything. 
And suddenly, a tire explodes... A formidable jolt... ... collision against a tree, the car turns, the gasoline get fire... the family, 
burned... destroyed. 


..-Every day I offer you this, oh Lucifer!, In the ways of the world, the ways of the dead! 

...Oh, but that is not all! When organizing a competition for cars or airplanes, I work on a large scale. I promote explosions in the air... 
or penetrate into the crowd like a fireball, causing carnage among the spectators, men, women and children. 

.. Recognizes, Lucifer, that for a subdemon, it is, nevertheless, a good job everyday, and that is worth even listening and thank me. 

Frantic hurray echoes... And in vindication to vindication, the fire spread through the room, whose floor is shaking. 

All the little demons take part in the uproar, shouting, complaining, yelling, swearing more than ever. 

Do not stop crying and join neither the demon of Couture, with satanic colors, black and ocher, not even the devil of the Foam. 

The Foam, especially, is heard above all others, because of the stridency of their shouting. Remember that his sectors are constituted by all 
the, did you seen me?, land exhibitionists abound in nightclubs, lounges, and before the crowds. And when you squeeze like a sponge, the 
confusing sentences of its manifestations, there is nothing that means something... foam! Want to make a presentation on its activities and 
begins to round off a great line. But the crowd shouts: HU!..., Hu!... 

And is here and behold, much stronger than him, a formidable subdemon rises. It is with a singularly repulsive appearance. Old chin, pointed; 
huge belly and hooked fingers. 

And I, claims with a voice of thunder, I am the king of the World, above all of yours! And that world, I have it absolutely in my power. 

..-L am the demon of Selfishness. In one way or another, all men are selfish. The Love itself is but disguised selfishness. So I say, oh 
Lucifer!, Rather than others, to expose my countless exploits, and that I remembered to you the universal extension of my potential. 

And that devil wants to continue his speech... But it can no longer be understood. It is a deafening roar, a terrible battle between those 
shouting that, fiercely, they want to emerge over the arched backs and made visible to the disdainful looks of the terrible Master. 

Me!... Mel... 

Standing, with folded arms and a whip in the hand, Lucifer, the Light bearer of old, provides, in contempt, all that screaming and angry mob, 
which is from him. 

Yet!... 

Yes, and yet!... Despite its immense fall, almost all still have some flashes of his former angelic beauty. 

Just as some children of family, steeped in vice and dishonor, retain, despite everything, inside their body and soul, the indelible traces of 
ancestral dignity, those damn, those demons, still bear distant traces of the beauty of wich were covered when they left the hands of God. 

But now, delivered to the service of Satan, relentlessly pursuing the misery of men, there to watch them closely to discover in his gestures 
and his features some of the nobility of its origin. 

For a few moments, Lucifer looks them, with eyes that throw lightning. 

Then, suddenly deciding: 

-Go away from here, all of you... 
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...-You have done well... 

..-And I hope I can count on you when, very soon, sounds the big Night, announcing the end of time and our return, as victors, to the regained 
Paradise, which we shall have expelled God. 

My day is announced glorious! 

My motto continues to be categorically: 

...GO on, each in its sector, sending souls. And by all means possible. 

Souls! Souls! This is what I want... And with a terrible anxiety! 

Hell is huge!... 

Never shall send enough. 

...l said. 

...GO away! 

Some voices were raised to claim, "Long live our beloved Lucifer! Live Satan!... 

But others began to growl in protest. Then came the Archangels. 

And without hesitations, harshly, brutally, in front of the eyes of the Master, expelled the demon crowd and threw them on earth, where men 
continue arming to the huge massacre, which will indicate the end of beings and the things of this world... 


PART FOUR 
I 
GOD'S RESPONSE 


I am Who is... 

Satan is the embodiment of Pride and Falsehood. 
My divine son has beaten him. 

You will conquer you too!... 


Chapter XXX 
I AM WHO IS... 


In the calm and exquisite beauty of heaven, God, the Lord has called his Angels, Archangels, Cherubim, Seraphim, Thrones, Powers, celestial 
Spirits and all the Saints who have fought and defeated shone on earth. 

Poignant spectacle, beyond description. The eyes of the man have not seen, ears have not heard, his heart did not understand what God has 
reserved for the elected. 

Because they are so beautiful and privileged souls with intelligence, will, and even with blood, fought to safeguard the kingdom of God in 
themselves and among other... 

Atmosphere of love and serenity. 

Assembly only under the sign of the Definitive. 
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God seats between the Immaculate Virgin, on his right, and San Miguel, glorious and bright, on your left. 
Speak then, amid the attentive silence of the whole heavenly court: 
-I have met to have you familiar with a new fact that many of you, listening to the things of the earth, probably already know. 
...-Some time ago, the Damned held a sinister council of war, for which called all the angels, who by his misfortune, followed him in his 
rebellion 
..-And that call, why? 
..-Because he hopes the next annihilation of the earth, now divided into two colossalblocks, which have terrible means for mutual destruction. 
He wait that if this latest catastrophe is triggered, the whole work of redemption from my Divine Son will be no purpose, since the Earth will 
no longer exist. 
The Damned has resolved to prepare the universal cataclysm. And in fact, want to "train" to his legions, to snatch, for Hell, as much as 
possible. 
And to know their chances of victory, wanted to deploy a Day itself, of Satan, a major day in Which appraise the destructive value of their 
Armies. 
...That day trial has begun. All the demons in all categories compete in jealously to obey his Master and to throw to his feet as many souls 
as possible and especially those that are the cream of humanity. 
...-But I, who watch over the grass and the bird flying over the fields, veil even more for the fate of souls redeemed so painfully with the 
blood of my Son. 
.I try, the answer to the gesture of hatred of Satan and break his senseless attack. That is why the extraordinary meeting today. 
.I wanted to give the alert to your love, that leaning on me, teach, again, to the Damned that Love is stronger than Hate. 
..Because I am Who is. 
-I am Almighty. 
..-IT am that discourages the fury of the waves and he knows also paralyze the machinations of the demons. 
..The world, of course, will end one day, as just all human things. 
.-As for the decisions about the end of time, things are incumbent on Me and only Me. 
..A trifle is sufficient for me to destroy. 
..Satan puffed up with the aim to pinpoint a specific time for the end of the world. 
...-Satan is the prince of falsehood. He knows nothing of these things to come, because I, the Almighty, I am and I am still the Supreme Judge 
of the day and the hour. 
...In front of their armies of slaves, he affects that know. 
...-But when came to the earth my divine Son, Satan has ignored all. And when he started to sense, when attempting to realize, remember who has 
dared to tempt Christ three times to see if, indeed, was the Son of God, the promised Savior to men. 
...Lucifer and his cursed will, therefore, to intensify its offensive against the poor human creatures, and to ensure that they will fall into 
sin to populate his Inferno. But remember always that I am here to put limits on his power of temptation. 
...-L say, as to the ocean: "You do not go further". 
..-As for the second causes, if I trust them to the will of men, is to stimulate their zeal and respect their freedom, which is the reason of 
their merit. 
... What I ask, therefore, is you to defend the souls, particularly in this offensive period, to prevent them from falling, or if they fall, 
seek that they repair largely the damage of the succeeded demons perpetrate. 
..-Have like me, and with me a boundless pity for men. 
...Yes, poor human beings. I sympathize with them and love them. Many here in the sky at one time lived his earthly life and keep the memory 
of that land so aptly named Valley of Tears, and the countless dangers that beset the people of the Militant Church. 
.Let them remember that my pity accompanies to them to his last breath. 
-I do not put your foot on the still smoldering wick. 
-I do not end of crushing the broken reed. 
.-I would have forgiven Judas, who sold Christ, if he had not lost the hope in my infinite love. 
...-L have forgiven, perhaps, even the Lucifer himself, if his immeasurable Pride would not have prevented humble themselves before me and 
submit. 
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..-My beloved, I am sure that all understand me, that share my thought, which will defend with all your zeal and all your strength, those for 


whom Christ wanted to embody physically, suffer and die. 


...Go, then, to his aid! I warn you as your will is rising and strengthens in front of the sacrilegious enemy , who dares to hope for an 


impossible victory over the Almighty God. 
And reject him to their eternal Hell... 


...I was also pleased to hear what you have done in these days of battle, to quench my thirst for forgiveness and health. 


...-In advance, my heart beats aside your heart. 

...I bless you all! 

Then, moved by one impulse, all angels, all the saints rose to acclaim God. 
Hands tend... 

A burning flame of apostolic shines in all the eyes. 

And with one voice, which echoed strong impact on the entire sky, sings: 


Christus vincit... Christus regnat... Christus imperat... Christ has conquered!... 


He has conquered Satan... 

We with Him, we won... 

We will help those still struggling on the earth to beat him too!... 
Gloria in excelsis Deo!... 


THE HEAVENLY COUNTER OFFENSIVE 


THE TOUGHT BATTLE OF THE GUARDIAN ANGEL 
THE CALVARY RISEN AGAIN 

BLESSED ARE THE PURE OF HEART! 

THE ANGEL OF DEATH 

THE ANGEL OF LITTLE LAZY 

THE ANGEL OF CONSOLATION 

THE ANGEL OF DEATH 


Chapter XXXI 


THE TOUGHT BATTLE OF THE GUARDIAN ANGEL 


Christ reigns!... 


Christ commands!... 


With wings spread and his whole being overwhelmed by intense emotion, the Guardian Angel of children rise up to prostrate before the throne 


of Christ. 
-What is it, my dear angel, you get so shaky to me? 


-Sir, since you invited me to do, I come to tell you that I have fought one of the toughest fights of my life of guardian angel. 
..-And I just fight it in a quite unexpected way. Because the child entrusted to me, was attacked suddenly by a special demon, roaring, and 
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with an extraordinary ardor. 

...If I had been defeated in this battle, I would never have dared to present myself again in front of you. 

-Tell me then your battle and your victory... 

-I know, from the earliest times, how much you love children. There have also to be attacked in many different ways in their innocence and 
ignorance. 

-I have always stated my love for children. Heaven is for those who resemble them. 

-Me too, oh, Christ!, I love children. You have trusted to me one. His name is John Wolf, in memory of the name of your beloved Apostle and of 
a great apostle of the Gauls. I, therefore, his guardian angel. 

...Fine, delicate, compassionate, sensitive, very sensitive, it gives me no concern. During his vacations, was invited to the country, by the 
family of one of his companions. As a resident of the city, marched forth with the joy of a Parisian who can finally breathe freely... He liked 
the farm work, helped stack hay, harvesting. He loved animals, flowers, trees, the immense sky, where he expected to go later. 

And then one night, after the family dinner around the lamp, began to play checkers, a game rather innocent, in which John Wolf easily 
defeated the lady of the house, not trained in that game. 

As usual. she asked for a rematch. Was defeated a second time... and another one later. 

At that time, Mrs. tired, spreading his hands on the table, she said, half smiling and half disgusted: 

-Oh, this impish little boy, he always win me!... 

Too excited for his three victories, John Wolf took the hand that lay before him, and with a very sharp impulse, but in the end, child 
momentum, hit her the fingers. 

You are viewing the scene: the lady cries, almost unwell. The husband goes, scolds John Wolf. He was kindly, and he behaves like a beast. 

Well, -says Christ-; then I see nothing serious... 

There is, however, where the drama begins. The child is overwhelmed by what he just heard. It is true what was said. When must have been a 
tricky opponent, courteous, has behaved like a beast, as an individual coarse, uneducated. And for whom? For a mother who had welcomed him so 
kindly, treating him like his son. 

...In this tender spirit, impressionable, all these little things take on extraordinary proportions. 

-Why? 

-Because his demon was there, exciting all, increasing things, trying to get the most out of the despair of this poor helpless child. The 
Damned found a chance for to cause a drama, and what drama! 

...In the garden there was a deep well. The devil suggests to the child repair his fault and punish himself, will throw himself into it. 

..-If, that infamous had the cruelty to encourage the child to make that awful decision... And was so very nearly. 

...Gritting his teeth, terrified, but resolute, John Wolf went to the well. But, warned by the Holy Spirit, I had come to his aid. 

And there, face to face, between the Satan angel and you, @h, Christ!, Escaped a horrible fight in the shadows, fighting during which I felt 
faint, because the demon was one of the first seraphim of yesteryear. 

So I threw a desperate cry invoking San Miguel, a cry that came to his ears. For as lightning, the great archangel came, with open wings, from 
the depths of heaven. 

The Damned was so attached to his prey, still resisted, not wanting to escape in any way. He was the roaring tiger, refusing to leave the 
victim gripped in his powerful claws. But despite all, a bloody seraph could not hope to win the battle against the winner of his master 
Lucifer. And foaming at the mouth, swearing, drunken 


Chapter XXXII 
THE CALVARY RISEN AGAIN 
No sooner has left the Guardian Angel, as a cherub stands in front of the throne of God. 
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Your sweet face appears as illuminated by the reflection of a great inner joy. 

-Deeply excited emotions because the story of a Guardian Angel. But I see in advance that you too, oh, my cherub!, bring to me good news... 

-Very good, oh, Christ! Has long yearned for it, because it represents compensation for an abominable sacrilege. 

-I hear you. 

-Anything, Lord, you know. The fact caused me great shame. This sacrilege, perpetrated by young men in a region whose responsibility falls to 
me, made me completely desolate, and wanted at all costs to bring you the repair of iniquity. This was, for me, a fixed idea. 

...Such repair, Ah!, I could not see by any place. It seemed that the region, indignant at first, slept in a indifference who desperate me. 

-The cloud passes, the sky remains, my dear Angel. 

-Today the cloud has passed. And it is a bit of heaven that I bring. 

-Talk me, so, all those details. 

-I was looking for, oh, Christ!, Without finding, the medium to lift back the felled down Calvary. 

...Some ladies had talked about a subscription. The priest also. But there is no parish bulletin, it was like the hunter who goes hunting 
without a gun. And no solution was reached. 

...L hear people discouraging words. "The people are not rich". There is no Calvary! After all, without calvary "we can live." 

...-But no longer alive. 

...Every time I passed by the place where you were once honored, that emnpty pierced my heart. And all reminded me of the sacrilege. 

..-And finally, at the very moment that I was about to lose the hope, I saw an old peasant, followed by his sturdy son, walked through the 
night, loaded each with its heavy bag. 

...-Whenever we look at the people passing by night. And more I, because precisely was at night when toppled your Calvary. 

...Where were those men, at three in the morning? I have noticed that several nights repassed with the same charge and returned to his home 
when was beginning to dawn. I wanted to learn well what work those mysterious peasants undertook. 

..-L followed them. I left after the old man, who made him gasp overwhelming the heavy burden. His son followed him, even more loaded. 

..-L Saw with amazement that they stopped next to the pit, where it lay, in the mud, the old Cross. They deposited their loads and turned 
their march towards the next village. 

...One day, I understood it all. 

...-What they had every night, hidden, was cement and sand to embed the Cross between the rough stones that had fallen on the grass, all 
desunited. 

..-And one night, those two men came to the one in the morning with a flashlight. Obviously, they had not slept. 

...The weather was wet and cold. 

...L had wanted to become visible to them, and help. 

...But such a manifestation is forbidden to me, I have inserted in their souls. First, I have admired those souls, for the simplicity of their 
quiet faith and deep. Then I have infused new energy and enthusiasm stoked. I was with them when preparing the cement. When, leaning on the base 
of Calvary, the heavy stones gathered and prepared the hole. 

Then lowered into the hole, and clawing their hands with the thorns and brambles, sought and found the Cross, buried in the mud. Carefully 
cleaned. And with all reverence, kneeling on the grass and kissed. 

In reaching this the Angel stops a moment excited. 

-Pardon me, Sir, but I lived then one of the most beautiful hours of my angelic life. 

... After satisfies the tenderness of his piety, carried the old Cross to the prepared hole and fixed with care and precision. I noticed how 
their wills were striving to make it more solidly entrenched than before. 

...Was striking six o'clock in the church clock when they finished their work. 

The sun rose on the horizon, illuminating the sky and the treetops. Then, little by little, its rays also came to kiss the Cross. 

In warm kiss, it seemed that the old brass shuddered and revived the few gold particles that were in it. Those few former gold particles that 
had resisted all were glowing more, little by little. And on the merits, even somber, of the low plants, the Cross was highlighted as invested 
with new youth. 

With their cap in hand, the farmer and his son remained standing a few moments, as in thanksgiving to Christ. And the old man murmured: "O 
Crux ave, spes unica... Oh, Cross, I salute you, you are our only hope!" 

-That, oh, Christ!, Was breathtaking. The sacrilege had been great. But the repair with the good, was much more beautiful than was awful 


https://ia801303.us.archive.org/8/items/LaJornadaDeSatnCPierreLrmiteESP/The Satan journey © Pierre Lérmite ENG - ESP.txt 51/141 


10/9/21 9:27 https://ia801303.us.archive.org/8/items/LaJornadaDeSatnCPierreLrmiteESP/The Satan journey © Pierre Lérmite ENG - ESP.txt 


wickedness, evil. 

The excitement comes the common people, when hear about that the old Calvary had become to rise, was extraordinary. 

Who raised it? 

And when? 

How? 

And above all, who had paid? 

Soon it was to have spoken of a miracle. 

The priest, the following Sunday, he let his heart expanded from the pulpit. He expressed appreciation to the misterious Christians that had 
erased the shameful stain which oppressed the conscience of all those who had hidden in his heart the love of Christ and respect for the piety 
of their ancestors. 

At the end, decided to hold a solemn procession of reparation. 

All the people attended the procession, perhaps up to the three miserable, authors of the sacrilege. 

Also was there the Damn. 

I could feel his breath went mad over the bowed heads of the crowd. 

...Il have looked face to face, and I too have cried: "O Crux ave..." 

Made himself a pause in the dialogue between Christ and the Angel. 


Thanks! -He said at last the Savior-. Listening to you, I have lived with you very poignant moments. Be convinced. Do not to discouragement 
ever. 


...Love is always the winner of Hate. 
..-And God, who is Love, says the last word. 


Chapter XXXIII 


BLESSED ARE THE PURE OF HEART! 


This angel was so white it seemed transparent. Very simply, came to Christ, and said: 


-I come directly from a forest land. I come as the vanguard of my brothers, and I think I bring you, Lord, something excelent, and those young 
people who love both. 
-I love them, in effect, because they are the harvest of the future. 
-I want to tell you about and citing them with all my heart, a characteristic fact, which I have witnessed. Let me first that I describe to 
you the place of action. 
...We are in the woods, on a beautiful summer afternoon. Three hikers, twenty, a college student, decided to go to the field for a few days to 
shake, the autumn wind, dust and fumes of the city. 
Have raised their tent at the foot of an old oak, and cheerfully, have been cooked a healthy meal, even austere. 
.. Their food is over. 
..And now smoke a cigarette before going to lie on their mats. 
.. Above them, the birds singing their evening prayer. 
..And some are forest dwellers come out, of curiosity, to see these human beings who do not know and do not make over them any shotgun shoot. 


...Obliged, in Paris and the School, to be strictly punctual, chat quietly place them in the silence of nature and under the great trees that 
surround them. 


..-And everyone talks about the next future it hopes will be reserved. 
...The first explains, my father has a large export business. It has a strong desire that I meet with him to help and succeed. That is also 
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the desire of my mother and the whole family. I gather that that is really the way that Providence has appointed to me. 

...L intend to follow accordingly. And when my position is secure, look for, without haste, the girl of my dreams, that is, having the same 
religious faith, living in the same social environment and I think I could love... 

..-Will found, in my time, a beautiful home, like my parents. And have children, who will educate on the same principles. My path is thus well 
defined, straight, classic. I do not feel any desire to find something else. 

-In efect- answered the second, you are probably going to look like those happy people who have no history. 

-May God hear you! 

-For me-, continues the second, that life would be too easy. I feel sense of adventure. Africa tempting me. I read with envy and excitement, 
the life of Laperrine, of Lyautey and of Charles of Faucauld. I love the sun drenched countries. I have good friends in Dakar. Last year I was 
in Kairouan, Biskra, El-Kantara, Touggourt. I know from colleagues at the Polytechnic, which Sudan is not very populated yet... and that there 
can be vacancies. I will try my luck, to inform me. I dream of a lifetime, interesting, active. One can obviously be ruined; but also to 
undertake great things... Be what God wants! 

..-And you? , He concluded, addressing the third partner. 

-First, well off your cigarette, before tossing it on the dry grass. In the forest, I have always concerned to the fire. 

And when the cigarette was well off, the third mate took his time the word: 

-I have the project of entering the Grand Seminary and become a priest. As my colleague, I have no intention or desire to be noon when two in 
the afternoon. I have checked on several occasions the need, quite rightly, of priests. And it is so unfortunate situation of a country without 
priests! With this in mind I have assaulted the idea of simply offer myself to God for be working in the salvation of souls. 

Retail then the questions: 


-That is fine!... We admire you... 
-No; Do not admire me. I follow my path as you the yours. So all is well. 
-Yet!... Did you miss gears without anything?, Without feeling the abandonment, the separation, the sacrifice? 


The abandonment...? No. I have begun to see the world. And indeed, live that life, amid the hypocrisies and falsehoods, is something that does 
not seduce me. As for my family, I have to complain about. For the son who becomes priest is the one that belongs to the traditional home, the 
home of their elders, and often in a more profound and calm the child marries. There is no happier mother as the mother of a priest. 

But in the end, you sacrifice human love women. 

-Yes, you are right. I do not deny the sacrifice. And separation, renunciation, perhaps is there. I have, as you are a human heart. I also 
like to have a home. But I accept that sacrifice, because it is the foundation of every noble determination. Nothing great is done in this world 
without having some initial pain, and sometimes along the way. The flower needs the dew. Christ gave his blood for souls. I will give what He 
asks me... 

There was a silence during which no more was heard the noise of leaves, rubbing in the wind of the night. 

-What if we should go to bed? Said one. Do not forget that tomorrow we rise with the sun. 

The three went to his tent. His little country store, nice and strong, well anchored. It was an occasion. They had bought it to an American 
family returning to their country. And lovingly care about it. 

The fabric was green, rather thick; did not let even a drop of rain. Fine steel hooks fastened to the ground. It had two windows, and 
harmonizes well with the forest surrounding it with its vegetation and tall trees. 

-And if we say a prayer together? Asks the future seminarian. 

-Conform. You begin it. 

-Oh! -Just a Pater and an Ave-. 

-Or more if you want... 

-All right. Many things can happen no more than a simple look or a handshake... 

And behold, when they are going to make the sign of the cross, the canvas which serves as door rises sharply, and three stylish girls, dressed 
in clear, short skirts, burst into the shop, laughing... 

The young people look at each other, amazed. 


-We are your neighbors who are politely say "good night"... And to surprise you for assault! 
-Do our neighbors? 
-Yes, yes, your neighbors... How often you do not know...? 
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-What a shame! So the more reason to explain. We announce, then, that there are about thirty young people who have been camping there, very 
close to you, a few hundred meters. We expected to receive your visit. And it have shown your kindness. But about nine o'clock, when we have 
seen that no one came, we thought it would not know that you were so close to a lovely youngs... And, very simply, we come to tell you. 

And as young people do not respond, they continued making their thoughts, one after another: 

-They are installed correctly!, Your house is very happy! 

-I would stay here. And you, Valentina? 

-Me too. 

-I bored so well there, in our camp... 

-You should offer hospitality for a night -exclaimed a tall brunette-, with her arms in the air, red nails and flowers in her hair. 

-Ah, yes that would be great! You will accompany to us around at midnight, through the forest, lit by the moon. How poetic! What do you think 
about it, Claudine? 


-Yes, it would be great! The director will lie. Indeed, this afternoon she complained of his famous headache. And I have seen how she 
swallowed a seal. 

So...? -Asks the brunette-, looking to the young people who consult with each other at the bottom of the enclosure. 

And behold, Valentina out the details: 


-Yes, you are so "lucky"!... The forest... A beautiful store... three pretty girls, who come spontaneously to distract you for a while... What 
more do you want? 


-Do you surrender the besieged? -Claudine asks-, laughing. 

-Yes, Miss, the besieged surrendered. And until give you the square -responds dryly the guy of the colonies. 

Without another word, the three girls come and go into the woods to find a woodcutters hut, where they will spend the night, away from 
possible temptations and too modern Eves, who surely would have dreamed of a night less virtuous. 

What fools! -Exclaims the despairing brown-. 

Yes, -answered Valentina-. Hazelnuts always play that has no teeth to go! 

And I, -finish the Angel- ended I thought that those young people were well worthy of a special greeting, since only through effective tactic 
in such cases, that is, by fleeing, had eluded the net spread by the Damn tonight. 


..-Moreover, the Damn has prowled angrily through the forest, until dawn, hoping that if he had lost the first battle, could possibly win the 
second... 


...But he has not won anything. My beautiful youth, with his quiet courage, have been worthy of you. 
I thank you, -says Christ-, to them and to you too. I know that you have not abandoned them, and begged to the Virgin, particularly protective 


of the purity. Tell them I am proud of them and that my blessing will accompany them throughout their lives. 
...-Blessed are the pure in heart, because they shall see God... 


Chapter XXXIV 
THE ANGEL OF FAITH 


The Angel of Faith presents: 
-He answers, oh, Christ!, to your unique calling, I bring you an exceptional soul. Of a great sage of the earth. 
...-The soul comes to Thee from far away, and after very trying days. It is, for me, a new proof of your power of attraction over all the 
beings that are looking for you, and do not seek you in advance if you have not already found them. 
-With that you evoke to me the history of many souls. 
-So is the soul of my great sage. 
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-Born of a family fully atheistic, materialistic, in the era of religious persecution. Educated without catechism, no contact with a priest, 
for this student the religion was zero. As the exteriors practices survives always to the collapse of the dogmas, the Catholicism of then was 
nothing than the final sediments of a caduque superstition. And there was not to feel it. Because humanity could not remain long in the 
lactancy. 

...The science, moreover, was to replace everything. 

-Yes; I know the phrase... 

Then passed a few years. There was a resonant article about the failure of the Science. And that article hit, a big impact in the civilized 
and scientific world. 

...Our young became a doctor. Very young and spirited, thought at first that everything was going to understand. 

That belief immediately weakened. And, little by little, he was immersed in the universal mystery of beings and things. 

...-Dreamed of the beauty of a flower of the fields, to the secret force of a grain of wheat, with the power of these infinitely small elements 
that constitute the foundation of the worlds. 

...-Dreamed of, especially when he raised his eyes to those thousands of millions of wonderful stars launched to the regular and dizzying 
speeds, compared with which the earth is but a tiny speck of dust. 

...The idea of Infinity soon imposed on his spirit of a mature man. 

...And the Infinite is God. 

...How many times was absorbed in the wonder of the human body, in the innocence of the eyes of his child, which seemed even completely bathed 
in the blue of beyond! 

...The further? I had no notion of it. 

... Everywhere, the mystery... And overwhelming mystery for all noble spirit that comes to look and reflect fairly. 

...Thus it was that came, like Pasteur, through the unquestioned idea of the Infinite, to the certainty of the existence of God. 

But what God? -Christ interrupts-. 

-Precisely! The answer to that second question was as distressing as the first. Because a God, vague, impersonal, is equivalent to the 
negation of God, especially at the time of dizziness and the great temptations of life. It is like a straw in the flood... 

..Such was, then, the second step of the way of our doctor. Then seeing no other path before him, endorsed the ancient prayer, too vague: 


Faedatus, in HUNE mundum mei! 
Vixie Anxius 

Egrediar Turbatus 

Cause causarum, miserere mei! 


Spotted, I have entered in life... 

I have lived here in anxiety... 

I will go out in anguish from here... 
Cause of sentences, have pity on me!... 


-So him already sensed the original sin? 

-Yes, Lord; he was approaching to Thee. However, remain long in that state. Because, as one writer said: "Doubt is a soft pillow for a head 
well formed." 

-Amateur phrase, and unfortunate phrase. 

-And he was tempted to sleep on that phrase. Sometimes, however, added: "If I knew where is the road to Damascus, I will go to walk about 
5 3 ee 

Is not walking -Christ answer- as is found the inestimable gift of faith. 

-That is why what you have allowed a terrible ordeal to save that soul... This sage has lost his only son, of twenty years, which in turn was 
his disciple, and who died within few days. The father had placed all their hopes in him. He had confided the secret of many discoveries. That 
son was his reason for being, living and working... 

"IT want -told to his son-, that who later you will feel proud of your father!" 
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.-And now that father was there, alive, before the corpse of his son, and do not understand yet! 
..The inevitable question stood helpless before his mind. Question that was not speculative, but tragic and personal: 
.. Where is now the mysterious soul looking for those eyes, who spoke by that mouth, wich thought with that brain? 
...-And there, to that bed, where, stiff and cold, lay the body of his son, the sage meditated, and that meditation led him to the 
Christianity. 
..-Any questions, -he thought-, should have an answer. 
Also... the death, death, above all!... 
..- Nothingness? Absurd response amid the universal order of things, found everywhere in nature. 
...The other answer? It can not be found but in the different religions prevailing in the world. 
...But if you compare these religions to one another, the supremacy of Christianity is such that, without any discussion, is the most 
beautiful religion, which, for a thinker, is closer to the ideal that one form of the divine life and of the subsequent to death. 
...And if it is the most beautiful, it is the true. Because God will not choose a inferior religion to manifest to his creatures. 
..-And if the Catholic religion is true, she calls me; she does not let me to ignore her, that I do not obey the authority of her truth. 
Because that truth is the of God. Does it had their mysteries? But the mystery is found everywhere in nature; with much more reason in religion. 
With absolute loyalty, that sage asked for baptism, communion. And his faith has found the strength to continue living, and working all the 
time God wanted. 
...Today I bring you a soul. 
..-And I venture to ask you to join with that of his child, which is not responsible for the religious vacuum in wich he was educated in his 
youth. 
Enter, Lord, in your light and your love. Christ then, repeats the words of his Gospel: "There will be more joy in heaven over one sinner who 
repents than over ninety and nine just persons who need not do it." 
..-Angel of Faith, I appreciate how you drive in that way to me a soul selected!... Your apostolate continues near all those who think and 
want. The light has to reach their souls! 
..-With all my soul, I bless you... 


Chapter XXXV 
THE ANGEL OF SMALL LAZY 


Thinking quickly, not taking time away from the high cherubim, is coming a shy guardian angel, also very happy, apparently, he wanted to 

tell briefly the story of a boy who had been entrusted. And his modest opinion, was sure to please Christ, as he loves so much to youth. 

In efect, the Savior smiles watching this guardian angel, so attuned to its mission. 

-Tell me about your little protected. 

-Not a bad guy, and I love him very much. But the demon of Laziness, had already numb him, haunted, from his early years. He did not want to 
do absolutely nothing and was down to any effort. Every job disgusted him. Ah, how well subject securely fastened his victim the chubby Sloth! 

..-His ideal? For now, stay in bed as long as possible. Then, already up, do nothing with his ten fingers. Above all, no lessons, no homework, 
and imagine the excuses for not going to class. 

..-He was only ready for one thing, to loitering, to fantasize, without displaying any activity. In summary, the despair of his parents and 
mine. 

-Do not despair ever!... 

-No doubt, Lord; yet even so, I thought, and with a great shame of mine, that it was wrong to asist with the arms crossed , that I was the 
guardian angel of that small. And that it was wrong to assist with the arms crossed the annihilation of his will and his future. Then, boosted, 
supported by your grace, Oh Christ!, I decided to pull out to that child, at all costs, from the claws of the oppressive Laziness, and throw him 
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to the life of action, that claims our daily activity. 

-And you get it? 

-I think so. I took advantage of a day when the Lazinnes was busy elsewhere doing a trick of her;, and I have made the poor child reasoning, 
be touched deeply, and changed his course. 

-And how did you do? 

-Oh, very simply, but still burning!... 

-I have suggested him, in his heart, a series of compelling questions to which wasforced to respond and had to induce him to understand the 
shameful situation in which he had plunged his laziness. 

...That day, as well as the above, moreover, was still in bed at nine o'clock. 

And I have asked him: 

-Is it you who made this bed? 

He looks at me, astonished, and he responds: "No". 

-And these sheets? And this rug? And this room? And this house? 

...-Precisely, that day it rained in torrents. 

...After, brought to him the breakfast to that little gentleman... 

-And this coffee? This milk? This bowl? Is it you who made them? And this warm bun? And this fresh butter? This sugar...? 

... After having breakfast slowly, very slowly, because that fatigue, the child is dressed. 

-This fabric, are you who has woven it? 

-No. 

..-At that time, the maid opened the window. 

...?rees appear. 

-Are you one who planted them? What about the driveway? And the sidewalks? And the cars? 

And I continued following him, step by step, through the entire day, asking the same question about all things being served. 

...T0ok the train with his parents for hiking. I whispered him: 

-Is it you who has built the stations, manufactured the locomotives, rail cars, the tracks? Are you extracted the coal? 

...Finally, exasperated, the boy shouted: 

-Where do you want to go with all these questions that fatigue me? 

-Only one thing: to understand that from morning till night you are not seeing anything but the work of others. And that is shameful, 
abominable, unworthy of a human being to say: "All the universe works for me, for my life, for my comfort. The soldiers are killed in the border 
so that I remain french. And I do not nothing, absolutely nothing, not for my parents, or society. I am a complete nullity, a parasite. I wonder 
why did I born, since it contributes nothing to the life of anyone. I cause annoyance and with all reason to all those who have some heart and a 
few drops of red blood in the veins..." 

-And I added: 

-I am your guardian angel. But if you do not react, I will leave to your plight, and go to take care of a child less lazy and more interesting 
than you... 

-So what? Christ asks. 

-Well, suddenly, with the help of grace, the child has understood. It has started to mourn, and begged me that I pitied him, and that would 
make every possible effort to be somebody and do something useful. 

...-Naturally, the Laziness, furious, has counterattacked. But the boy and I have prayed, we have faced and pushing on both shoulders, we have 
launched, as undesirable, out of the house. 

-What now? 

-Now, Sir, all is well. The child has taken a liking to work and try to catch up the lost time. 

...I have ended, oh, Christ! Am I am perhaps too large? But I had an immense interest to bring you this good new. Immediately return to my 
post. I have so much fear that the Sloth, thrown out the door, to re-enter through the window! 

Christ makes his angel a sign of benevolence. 

-I appreciate you saved one of these little ones. They are the heart of my heart. But continues to monitor your protected. Because only 
remains what is being defended. 
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And the angel, completely happy with the words of the Savior, go out of there heavenly singing the ballad of the Guardian Angels: 


Our Lord has sent me 

very clever little boy... 
Lindo, which mature cherry, 
with a soul of angel, pure. 
Our Lord has sent me 

very smart little boy. 


And, passing, the angels clapped from heaven, to which Christ collected of the earth in his tender years, those who are left bathed in the 
tears of their mothers, and they are like rosebuds in the great Paradise of God our Lord... 


Chapter XXXVI 
THE ANGEL OF CONSOLATION 


The Angel of Consolation comes after the guardian angel. 

It is a beautiful angel, beautiful among the most beautiful. Everything about him is kindness and mercy. He has seen many physical and 
spiritual miseries in this valley of tears, he has no more no more than a gesture of mercy. 

Christ smiles when see him, because he recognized himself in him. 

-Beautiful angel, tell me what you come today? 

-I come to tell you what I know best: that the poor men are born with an original defect so large that they are besieged in heart and soul by 
enemies so smart and numerous that really there is anyone wich venture to judge them. Or is forced make them imbued with mercy and compassion. 
-It was on the cross where I expressed my last thoughts. Do you remember the Calvary? All they shout, with angry voice: "Crucify him!" And 
remember my reply: "Forgive him, oh, my Father!", because they do not know what they do". But I especially like your ministry about the men, I 

would like, therefore, that you will told me the main details: 

-I go Into the families, in all families, in palaces, the same as in the cabins, in the hospitals of the poors and in the clinics of the rich. 
Because suffering is everywhere. Then I tell them that they are not alone, that you are there beside them, as part of the vast family of 
sufferers. And that family is mostly yours, because Thou has said: "Blessed are all they that mourn, because for they shall be comforted..." 

-And you, my angel, you represent me besides them. 

-I do, Lord, all that I can. When those who suffer have faith, everything is easy. They understand that suffering is universal law of this 
world, unless a grain of wheat must be milled to make bread, that if the vine has to be crushed to make wine, the human soul has to accept 
suffering to atone for his sins , and ennoble, with pure gold, the rough metal of his life... Yes; How many times I have checked! It is in the 
bed of pain where the finger usually touch the awesome power of transfiguration of the Faith. 

-No doubt; but when your patient does not have faith... 

-In that case, Lord, then my ministry is quite difficult and delicate. Because then I can not support myself in the power of the consolation 
that represents the Christian hope. 

Upon hearing this, the angel encourages in a particular way: 

-I give you one example. I just attended a poor artist who will die soon, and he knows it. He suffers from several causes: cancer, that gnaws 
him, for his family indifferent, interested, to which are responsible him 

...Very smart, knows what hinders that annoying. Read with impatience in the eyes of those around him, in the softly talks to the nurse: "For 
how long we still?" 

-I could not kill me, indeed, -he tells me-. First, I would no longer up to it, or value. 

... Suffers also with the abandonment of his friends. At the time of his successes, there were many people around him, he was much flattered. 
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It was the fashionable painter. Newspapers cited his name, asked for photographs of their works. Today, in the worldly horizon other stars have 
risen. He is poor and they have forgotten: 

-I am alone, completely alone. Horrible!, has whispered to me many times. 

-What have you responded? 

-I have answered that it was wrong and offensive to think that. Because God is there close to him, and he never leaves any creature that 
suffers and prays. 

-God?... I do not see... 

And he pronounced these name as anyone who listen the distant echo of a name heard in the past. 

Then, I insisted: 

-Yes, God is besides you. He is who send me to you. He is who speaks through my lips. Oh, it is certainly cruel the indifference of those who 
loved! Ayj, that is the life, the sad human life. But if you have God, you have everything. And perhaps God allows your insulation to deposit 
your hope completely in Him, and only in Him, who never lets us down. 

..-And I continued talking to him, because I felt that my words were coming slowly in his mind. 

One night I went even further. I have been asked this question: 

-If knowing everything we now know of life, their vanities and their ingratitude, God will propose to restart your life from scratch, would 
you accept? 

The old artist board then their emaciated hands, and with an air of horror and shout: "Oh, not again!" 

-Since you reject the past, bravely accepts the future. Get ready to cross the short tunnel that separates the shadow of light, the miserable 
housing, the final mansion... 

-And I add: One is always more blessed than any other. Think that there are other more wretched, more abandoned than you. 

And also, you are an artist, that is priest of Beauty. You have had hours of supreme joy, which the profanes have ever met. 

...This gift, which God has granted to you, of to understand the Beauty, will hold you in the last hour with the thought that you are going to 
Him who is all beauty, to the God who created light, which has covered the sweetness morning and evening splendor, which has spread on the sad 
earth, the constellated night of the sky, which has carved, painted and perfumed flowers. the death takes you into a landscape of indescribable 
magnificence. And are the angelic faces that you are able to contemplate. 

...Death is the butterfly that leaves on the edge of the ditch that surrounded the larva, to dive into the blue, into the empyrean!... 

Near the bedside of that dying man, I have been enthusiastically. 

..-And indeed, I had the impression that my dying understood me; and that from the depths of his spirit, his sentence is up to You, the prayer 
of the humble artist who is directed to the supreme artist. 

-Believe,, my beautiful Angel, which I did disappoint the hope born in the soul of this poor dying. 

-Thank you Lord! And since you have wished you to discover a piece of the horizon, let me tell you my secret, such as suffering, without 
limits. 

...-Dismissal of having visited the dying, I go to all those who lost a loved one, and comment them your blessings. 

...-L remember that the Christian hope is bursting with immortality, that death is merely a "goodbye" that the Christian should not mourn his 
own, like those unfortunates who have no faith... 

...God will gather within an ultimate happiness to those who love each other and were separated. 

..-And while waiting for that moment to see them again, Christians can return to find their dead in the prayer, in the religious cult 
celebrated for the repose of their souls. The contact between the living and the dead is never broken. 

..-And on the last day of living, the dead were not forgotten, not forgotten either, in turn. Attend the meeting of the soul that moves, 
trembling, amid the immense mystery of Eternity. 

..-Behold, Lord what I say in various forms. It is always hope, hope, yet!, What I try to make it flourish on the human path. 

-On your beautiful way! -says Christ-, as final, watching his special Angel with love. I will never reproach that you were too good, because I 
will always be more than you. Now, go on. Suffering calls you. 
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Chapter XXXVII 
THE ANGEL OF DEATH 


High, solemn, full of melancholy eyes, the Angel of Death appears in front of God. And timidly, his lips murmuring as a lament that repeats 

itself: 

-I come, Lord, because it must come. But there are anxieties, pains, which mainly I bring. I will never get used to the terrible mission that 
you have ordered, the Death! 

-I understand you, Angel. You have not ever experienced the ordeal of death. I have been through it. And I rushed her abominable bitterness. 

-Every day I see around me that death and in circumstances vary, but all horrible and full of mystery. I see a children die in the arms of 
their mother. 

-These, are transformed in the act in your brothers in the blue paradise . 

-I see young people dying on the threshold of life, when it smiled a brighter future. 

-The gardener also cuts even flowers that are just buds, and are the most precious. The pagans themselves yet said: "to Him whom the gods 
love, die young”. 

-I have seen the death of parents, vigorous, in his youth. 

-The men also cut down selected trees, and is for beautiful purposes. I myself have died thirty-three years... And what a death! 

-I have seen the death of elderly... 

-That is very normal. It is like go to sleep then, after the rough day. They extend their tired arms in brace of the sleep of death, that 
brings calm and prepare them for the beautiful resurrection of the clear morning. 

-Sir, considering it from the sky you have all the answers. But let me tell you how painful back and bathed in tears is my mission on earth. 
I, immortal Angel, I see nothing but death, and I see it in all its aspects. 

-And some there that must to be beautiful. Recognize that sometimes you have nevertheless, touching consolations. 

-Oh, I do not deny it. Last night, for example, here is the letter found under the pillow of one of your choosen. It is quite wrinkled, 
because this ill , who suffered a lot, he read every day. 

-I would like to hear you-read: 

The angel then read: 


My God, I know that in this world everything has to have an end: the oak and the reed, the insect and man. 

I, created by You with better clay, I accept, therefore, death. 

I accept the suffering that precedes it, limiting my activities, the humiliating slavery imposed on me. 

I accept the decline of this body, of which I was once so proud. 

I accept it as expiation of my pride and my faults, as the purification necessary for admission to the Hall of Light and of Peace. 
A profound hope in me will continue to flourish with the blackness of the grave. I think that my Redeemer liveth. 
He has conquered death. I will beat it too. 

But to address this ultimate battle, I implore your powerful grace. 

Because I am nothing but misery and sin. 

And you are All. 

God and my Lord, have mercy on me! 


-Behold, Oh my Angel!, the comforting expression of a beautiful soul. 

-No doubt, Sir; but souls like that are rare, can be counted. 

-The Apostle Paul wrote: "I get tired of living. Avid I see the end, the breakdown of my body, and come to Christ". 
-Yes, but how many others are indifferent, frivolous...! 

...'"I have no more than a pleasure, said an old sinner to his doctor, my remorse!" 

-A real disturbing pleasure. 
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-Many patients die without any spiritual reaction. Others, exasperated by suffering, call to the death, not as the apostle Paul, but as the 
end of their troubles, as a leap into nothingness. Some people try to get it, although they fear it. 
."It is not death that scares me, said a famous writer, but to die”. 
I understand that fear. And however...! 
For most death is unexplained human catastrophe. She is the one that causes the most terrible questions, arising from the depths of anguished 
souls and come to me, begging an answer. Why the pain? Why death? 
..That painter, lover of Beauty, who becomes blind. 
..That musician, attacked of deafness. 
.. That sick without hope, gnawed to the marrow by cancer. 
..This new mother who dies giving life to a being. What a abominable contradiction! 
..The miner, smothered in downhole. 
...The sailor on the sea floor. 
..The fallen soldier, maimed, on the battlefield. 
..Again I say, Sir, I can not get used to seeing all those sorrows, those desolations, these horrors. 


“My beloved Angel. Your pain is my pain. Me too, on the earth, I passed it. And my Holy Mother, and my Apostles. And with them, all who have 
lived in this valley of tears. 


-But, why Lord, why? 
-Angel, you are evoking the immense mystery. 
-Lift up to me, Lord, the veil a little. If I understood better, would be stronger. 
-Here is waht I can tell you, suffering is the price of any redemption of oneself and others, the price of all enrichment of the soul, the 
price of an eternity of rest and joy. 
.. Suffering is this "not what" that misfortune refinement that adds to the virtue. 
..This truth is really terrible and cruel. But the reality is also evident that all men that should look brave face to face. 
..The world itself, so frivolous and vain, is forced to unfold before her. And one of his writers have been able to say with precision, to 
pay homage: 
Does the man? An apprentice; the pain, his teacher, 
And no one knows until they have suffered. 
..Under the arch of triumph of the earth, is the miserable, but glorious plunder of the unknown soldier that honor men, and not the richest 
banker, full of gold. 
...The earth is the test. 
..Death, the transit. 
...The eternity, the arrival to the definitive. 
..And that is the reason that the Church, boldy called to the birthday the day of death: God natalis. 
.. There is no discussion possible about that truth. Imposed from the original sin. That is why I have launched to the humanity this statement 
puzzling: 
Blessed are those who suffer! 
..Yes, they, against all the human appearances, are the blessed. They, and not others. 
The angel then, bows in front of Christ which has risen to give a greater solemnity to his answer. 
-What a mystery, Oh Lord, too for an angel! 
-For the man, the mystery is everywhere. The Pain and Death shall have a full response later, when the poor intelligence of the human creature 
is capable of dealing with this unspeakable thing that is the love of God. 
.-And that is what the Cursed has not wanted to admit. He has refused to bow to the forced consequences of that love. He would not accept 
that me, Son of God became man to rescue the man, because I loved him. 
.. What to console you, Angel of Death, is that far more often than you think you are the also the Angel of Life. 
-I do not understand, Lord. 
-Even if you are an angel, there are many things that you do not know. You know now that God lavishes the dying man with extraordinary gifts. 
Among the apparent death and real death, there is sometimes a time when the dying person sees. It is like the man oemerging ut of a cave see, 
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suddenly, the sun bright. Then, the feeling of his faults shed, perhaps, on him like a liberating clarity, which can instantly cause a perfect 
act of contrition. 

...SO, the other day, an unhappy, exasperated by complaints from women and driven by the Damned, jumped from a third floor to the streets to 
kill himself. But during the few seconds it took his fall, he shouted: "My God, have mercy on me..." 

And God has had mercy on him. 

..-Another example: certain industrial, practiced not completely absorbed by their business, drive your car at high speed. However, when 
passing a church, dedicated to my Holy Mother, look at the image of the Virgin on the front door. Then, by a residue of a habit inherited from 
their elders, up to his lips a prayer from another time, a simple invocation, almost childlike... 

...A few seconds later, his car suffered a brutal collision with another. And died in the act. 

...-Well; his prayer, the simple prayer of a child, I repeat, addressed to my mother, passed before the tribunal of God. 

Have you saved his soul? -Asks the angel-. 

-Has not been lost. 

Another example more, -Christ says-: 

..-A bartender who lived only for their old bottles and had never thought that there was God and that he had a soul. That man, in his agony, 
had recived such a grace, that he has been dead avidly kissing the crucifix. 

..-And that worldly woman, wounded by the death in full swing... 

In saying this, Christ is concentrated: 

-I hate the world, which is hypocrisy and deceit. However, this woman has done some good. He has suffered with the death of his parents, for 
whom she was a good daughter. She sometimes entered in the church to pray to the Blessed Virgin. She assisted his old country priest. It has 
provided some money for charity, when they came to ask for help. 

..-All that has been considered. God does not forget even a glass of water, even in the midst of a multitude of sins. And so this woman has 
admitted to the expiation. 

..-No one knows whether one is worthy of love or hate. Because no one knows the strength of the temptations suffered or the quality of grace 
dispensed. 

...Your role, Angel of Death, is to soften the pain of transit, tirelessly reminding the infinite goodness of God to those who have lived in 
his love. Remember the strong woman of Sacred Scripture, who, after having nobly lived between her husband and children, laugh at the same face 
of death that comes in front of she: in die Ribedit brand novisimo. 

She sensed in advance the unspeakable happiness of heaven, the joy of living for ever among the selected souls, and to landscapes whose beauty 
can not imagine the man... 

...But we must also preach the Hope... proclaim the forgiveness of sins. Certainly, these are tributaries of my justice, but above all, of my 
love. Remember the good thief. Hope is, by definition, such as Faith, a virtue of the earth. In heaven no longer exists, since it is in 
possession of its object. Therefore bring that hope to shine in the darkest night, in the most frightening desperation, until the last instant 
of the last minute of life. Dum Spiro Spero. While I breathe, I will wait... 

...-L knew all that, oh, Christ! But for me, how much force has to hear it from your lips! I am just an angel who has suffered, and I should 
not die. That maybe my apology before your eyes for the words of discouragement that perhaps may have offended you. 

-My beloved angel. Piety, the anguished question, not offend me. I remember too the poor human wreck that I became, under the weight of pain, 
in the Garden of Olives. 

...-It was there in a sweat of blood, and helpless, I cried out to heaven: "Father, if this is possible, apart from this cup from me!" 

..-And I added further: "Father, why have you forsaken me?" 

...So then, I also... I, your God, I trembled in front of the Death! 

My Father has not stopped loving me. 

..-And I do not ever stop loving to the tormented wich rise their desperated hands on the night of his agony. 

...Come with me, Angel of Death. After, bring all that are going to die this kiss that I bring to you, this kiss of my unfailing love. 

Very excited, the Angel receives, on his forehead, the kiss of Christ. 

Then, recovered now, back down towards the dying on earth, to all who are on the edge of the Death. 

Give them all, Lord, the eternal rest!... 
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CONCLUSION 


FINAL ASSEMBLY OF HEAVEN 
FINAL ASSEMBLY OF HELL 

In heaven, "Magnificat!..." 

In Inferno: Huge disappointment... 


Chapter XXXVIII 
FINAL ASSEMBLY OF HEAVEN 


And was held in the sky, an immense, indescribable assembly, something like an anticipation of the final judgment of the earth.. 

The few angels who came first to the throne of Christ were only the vanguard of the inmense army of heaven. 

And when the innumerable angels in heaven had spoken, repeated and widespread in the Invisible the Christ slogan, calling to all christian 
souls an extraordinary effort to fight against the army of the Damned, there was a great movement, enthusiastic for all things wich are 
beautiful good and pure, a universal effort to repair the ruins heaped up by Satan, and to guide to the maximun all life, individual and social, 
to the entire religious ideal. 

Without knowing exact account of the profound reason of these sudden burning, souls are led. Abandoned, are delivered to that impulse, as 
these large seabirds that with the open wings allowed to be carried by the rushing streams whose providential origin they ignored. 

In the churches, the priests, animated by an intense heat, speak to the crowds, with special accent of youth and faith. A missionary 
atmosphere extends everywhere. 

And the congregation listen and follow the guiding words. 

The work of the youth and charities penetrate deeper into the lives of the working masses. 

All countries are crossed by explorers, hikers, holiday camps and pilgrimages, especially in the shrines of the Blessed Virgin. 

At the time that the Technique and Mechanics reach its peak for the pride of men, was forced to take a bridge over the Gave and expand the 
territory of Lourdes, where crowded the masses of all social classes. 

And there, in Fatima, a new sanctuary was open to the mercy of the world, and their flashes were multiplied every day. 

Even the patients who could not go to these shrines to implore healing, resign themselves to a better understanding now suffering, and offer 
it for the remission of their sins, for the health of their brethren, and joining the suffering of Christ. 

The public awareness that every day sank a little deeper, slowing his descent and recover, little by little, his categorical imperative to 
imposing to everyone the sense of individual and social responsibility. 

Tired, fed up of exact sciences and of numbers, the new generation feel the nostalgia of mysticism, the thirst of simplicity, desire for 
solitude, silence and contemplation. 

The "movies" have ceased to interest; their images, fictitious and violent, have exhausted until the popular imagination. 

The "new" no longer exists. 

The hour has come to the return of the eternal traditions. 
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Congregations redouble their zeal and fervor. Despite the brutal reaction of the savage persecutions caused by Hell Missions everywhere open 
new grooves in the unexplored field of the Family Father, grooves for which still runs, often, the blood of the martyrs. 

Not only are evangelized countries inhabited by colored races, but in turn give them some priests and religious to the Church. 

Thousands of lepers are cared for in their respective countries by Sisters, angels of the extreme love of Christ, among which are the most 
beautiful names, according to the world. 

Undoubtedly, the battle still goes on, because always be deliver battle on earth. But Love is stronger than anything, stronger than Death and 
Hate, they fight with hope in theirs hearts, because the final victory is drawn clearly, despite the desperate fury of Satan and all of his 
satellites. 

Christ told to his apostles: "Preach the Gospel to the ends of the earth". 

More than ever, because of the extraordinary effort that has been asked, the Church applies to the obedience. And now there are missionaries 
in the polar ices and at the bottom of the most heated deserts of the equatorial countries. 

And all these efforts, these absolute will to respond to the call of Christ, are those who now serve to confirm theirs faithful. 

They come from all around the horizon. And as in the Apocalypse of St. John, they are so numerous that no one could count them. 

Up from the lips of those immense multitudes prayer of love, a huge prayer of love, an irresistible prayer, in honor of God, Christ, and his 
Holy Mother. 

No doubt there were countless wounded. They bears the marks of the rough battle that had sustained during the earth. At times that they had 
been dragged in blood and mud for the Damned. Shakes, but not defeated!... Because, stubbornly, they had risen again and again until the very 
moment that death had taken, still struggling, always struggling, waiting till in his agony: 

De profundis clamavi ad te Domine!... 

And today, aware of the totality and seriousness of the perils that they had encountered, feeling how was passing in his face the fierce gusts 
of the abyss where the reign of the Damn, they were not the last to enthusiastically proclaim its recognition, its gratitude to those who , 

in the Unseen, they had plucked, and very often point, of the clutches of Satan. 

Certainly his thanksgiving prayer was particularly poignant. More over it, and even closer to Christ, ascended a prayer of those who passed 
through the earth as if his soul had no body, pure white lilies flowers, blooming in the midst of all the human rot of the human passions. 

And those praises were raised in the Empyrean as an infinitely delicate perfume, above all the others. 

But when at the plenary meeting of the christian forces of the world, appeared Christ victorious, and his Holy Mother, blessed among all the 
women, an indescribable Magnificat, which reverberated like a thunder of love over the militant church, suffering and triumphant, and whose 
powerful echo made to tremble the tightly closed doors of Hell: 

My soul magnifies the Lord, wich has wrought in me so much. He, the Almighty, has felled the Prouds... He had lifted the meekness of those who 
have loved him. Magnificat!... Magnificat!... 


Chapter XXXIX 
FINAL ASSEMBLY OF HELL 


At the same time, in the black and deep abyss, lair of the Damn, celebrate the general meeting of Satan. 

It is the end of his journey, which should bring you a tangible proof of his strength, and the hope of victory, when sound the hour, so next 
to the general conflagacién. The great sinister hour in which are divided the two blocks of the world, thrown themselves, armed until the 
improbable, one against the another. 

All the demons come, slowly, proudly, very pleased of the evil that they have perpetrated upon the earth, each claiming, in loudly voice have 
corrupted more souls than others... 

Pride, Avarice, Lust, Envy, Gluttony, Wrath and Sloth, solemny are located in the front row. It is the staff of Satan, and believes it 
deserves to occupy the top spot in this official manifestation of the infernal omnipotence. 
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Behind them, without keep an order, come the demons, subdemons, so proud and pleased with themselves as the archangels, the Human Respect, The 
Ingratitude, the Worldly Devil and all the others worldly shout their misdeeds, listing the souls that fell into theirs personal traps and to 
which have dragged to Hell. 

They form over there a dense mass of grunts, screams, howls. Each used their elbows to pass the another, to throw on the backs of theirs 
neighbors and get it fixed in the great Master, whose appearance immediately impressive and expected. 

Of those infernal troops ascend a heavy emanation, unbearable, composed of all the corruptions of the earth, of all the rooten souls that just 
act that army of demons. 

Each one, estimating that his personal victory should promote the overall victory, eagerly awaiting the appearance of the Boss, who will 
proclaim the official result of the extraordinary offensive of his famous journey. 

And also has to give the rewards we all believe they have earned. The subdemons are convinced that receive the appointment of demons and 
devils are waiting for their promotions to Archangels, Cherubim, Thrones and Powers. Without any modesty, everyone and their titles spewed by 
throwing into the circulation. 

-I have won more souls than all of you! Shouts the demon of Human Respect. 

-Not as many as me! Replies the Skepticism. 

And the Worldly Devil, always so Slick, curled and perfumed, contemptuously rise above his shoulder over those vulgar and uneducated hordes. 

Lucifer take long to appear. If punctuality is the politeness of kings, is not that of Mr. Satan. So the room begins to fill with rumors. 
Because many of those cunning devils have appointments in cabarets, "movies" and other terrestrial facilities. Appointments that do not want to 
miss. Because over there is much more than fun in Hell, full of weeping and gnashing of teeth. 

At last!... 

The hight doors were opened, in pairs, a chain noise resounds on the stone floor. 

-Knee in land- claim the two Archangels of service. 

Obey them... or they do not obey... So they mock in some corners, where they meet the strong heads, the recalcitrant. 

Lucifer, moreover, does not pay any attention to them. 

Seems to be that the Master is not happy -whispers the Pride in the ear of Envy-. 

In fact, Lucifer, usually neither friendly nor affordable seems to be, that evening, of execrable humor. Dry face, sullen, concentrated, green 
eyes, throwing lightning around the room. And in the mouth, those yellow teeth squeak between his grim lips. 

-Silence!- Shouts with sahrp and loud voice. 

All are silent. 

Speak up!... 

Then, dropping heavily every word, as the hammer falls on the steel... 

Lucifer says: 

I am going to inform you of the outcome of the journey. 

And ironically Satan adds: 

Of my journey!... 

...L have expected that you provide it magnificent. Because every one of you assured to me that he had worked wonders and obtained a decisive 
and resonant victory. 

..-Should I be able to say, therefore, accumulating superb feats, that victory was complete. 

..-Well ...Not so! It is the defeat and utter defeat. 

Consternation in part of the assembly. 

Lucifer continues: 

-Here, as on earth, there are intelligent and stupid. 

...The intelligent, those who can see and foresee, those, they have lied me, absurdly exaggerating the effects of a particular success. 

...The fools have deceived themselves. 

Moreover, Christ has regained almost all those souls wich you have’ pretended delivered to me. 

...The adventure of the good thief, saved at the last moment, repeated in thousands of cases. I know that the Purgatory is full of souls that 
should have been belongs hundred times and that you have left to escape them of me. You know well, however, that a soul is not really mine but 
when is in my kingdom 
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..- While afloat in the intermediate regions wich separates the apparent death of the real death, I will never be a completely certain that I 
possess it. Christ and his Mother have many means to act, to inspire a dying repentance, that make them to escapes of me, quite rightly, of my 
claws so held out to him. 

...That you know well. 

...DoO not be puffed up, therefore, of unfortunately finished exploits. And do not sell the skin of a Christian before he are really spread out 
on the tiles of my Hell. 

...L repeat: some have lied, and they have lied to me the Price of falsehood! Can you believe for a moment that I would be deceived by her 
vanity and exaggeration? 

...The others have left coiling. 

.-And I, who at the beginning of the day, I already foresaw the dawn of the Victorie, I had to change of tone, quickly and shamefully. 

...You are, for various reasons, the responsible for the overwhelming defeat. 

..So then, I will throw all of them... 


...Get out of here!... The ones to the earth, the souls of the wretched than you seem to you. The others, the useless, to your den, where 
there is no light, no peace, no hope... 

...The illusion vanished... You are no longer more than a condemned, and forever! 

Lucifer ends in a tone of bitterness mixed with anger: 

-I have here, therefore, a disappointment which is in addition to many others!... If you had been less arrogant, if you had relied less on 


yourself, you should have arrived. Because never were so favorable the circumstances to us. 

Less proud! -says-, laughing in a corner, a small subdemon, little respectful. And Him? 

-Yes, go away from here. Devour each to each other. For what you do, you shall be always enough. 

Then a dull roar, which is increased, a roar of surprise, disappointment and rage, rising from the mouths of all of those infernal mass, so 
much so that one would have thought for a moment that all those demons were going to pounce on their Master, and exterminate him. 

But Lucifer, the great fallen Archangel, it seemed to them so fierce, so terribly strong, once again bowed his head and accepted the outrage, 
like dogs under the whip of his master. 

Moreover, the great staff, after some hesitation, gives the example of submission and scape. 

Pride, always haughty, with the head erected, go out by a side... 

Envy, more yellow than ever, parade on other. 

Greed follows them, clenching his fists bony creaking. 

The same does the Wrath, grinding his teeth and looking, about him, over which one he could be launched. 

Laziness is what comes out last, throwned by the Lust, overwhelmed. 

-And moreover, how many people I have brought to him! Says, groaning. 

Glottony pronounces the final word: 

-Even in the same hell, virtue is not rewarded!... 

When the seven major parade, the mass of demons and subdemons were thrown out of thedoors, and whipping by the Archangels of the day. 

And thees whole dark horde, sticky, vomiting blasphemies against Lucifer ratehr that to God, be scattered to the fiour winds of the space. 

The famous journey was over. 

Only in the great hall where always float the heavy stink smell provided all the damned, Lucifer contemplates the void, with tired eyes. 

Slowly spreads its rough wings, and from there, without direction, toward to those immensities of the boredom where everywhere are the 
Desperation and Death... 
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SUENO... 

-Contempla, Satanas, cual se destrozan los insensatos, sin saber por qué. Les infundiste el odio, audaz y certero... iNo estas contento, di? 
-Si... pero... 

—Miralos, Satanas; con qué soberbia y altaneria se creen justos, sabios... Tu les diste el orgullo. Eres certero... «No estas contento, di? 
—Si... pero... 

—Miralos cémo apilan sus riquezas y cémo se despojan y se explotan. Les diste la codicia del dinero... iNo estas contento, di? 

—Si... pero... 

La envidia los devora; la lujuria y la gula los han embrutecido; les perturba la célera el sentido; la pereza el pudor les arrebata... ¢Verdad 


que siguen bien por el sendero que tu quisiste que siguieran, di? iNo estas contento, di? 
—Si... pero... 


—jSatanas, tu eres el gran vencedor! 

—Te equivocas. Soy siempre el gran vencido. 
—iQuién es el vencedor? 

—iNo lo has sabido? ;E1 Amor! 


Manuel Barhey. (Cantos de vida). 
Ediciones de la "Revue Internationale" (Bruselas). 


INTRODUCCION 


Durante siglos y siglos creyeron los hombres que la inmensidad del cielo estaba vacia. 

Hasta que un dia inventaron unos sabios el primer telescopio. Entonces advirtieron, estupefactos, que aquel cielo vacio estaba poblado de 
astros magnificos, junto a los cuales nuestra Tierra no significaba otra cosa que una misera particula de polvo perdida en el espacio. 

Despierta asi su curiosidad, pero no saciada, perfeccionaron su instrumento y lo enfocaron al Infinito. 

Su estupefaccién se convirtid en una especie de espanto y de vértigo. El nuevo telescopio revelaba, en efecto, que las estrellas eran tan 
numerosas como los granitos de arena de las orillas de la mar. Y que, tras aquellas innumerables mundos, habia ciertamente otros, que el ojo 
humano, aun pertrechado con los mas potentes cristales, no podia distinguir en las profundidades del Infinito. 

Y todo aquello no era una ficcidn de la imaginacién superexcitada. Los hombres poseian la prueba tangible de la verdad revelada por su 
telescopio. La placa fotografica del cielo estaba completamente blanca; tal cantidad de mundos giraban ante ella, en la Via Lactea, y en la 
parte perceptible del cielo. 

De modo que en las restantes... 

Pero este universo de estrellas, por desconcertante que sea, no es mas que un universo material, que nada representa en comparacio6n con la 
multitud de seres, buenos o malos, que pueblan el misterio de lo Invisible. 

Entre la pobre criatura humana y Dios existe toda la multitud de los espiritus... multitud que el cerebro del hombre no puede enumerar. 

Multitudes evidentemente opuestas. 

En las Sagradas Escrituras encuéntranse, por todas partes, pruebas de la existencia de los angeles buenos. 


Pero también se encuentran pruebas de la existencia de angeles caidos, de demonios. Y en este libro se va a tratar precisamente de ellos, de 


Su presencia entre nosotros, de su obstinaci6n en dafarnos y de su infernal habilidad. 
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Es preciso conocer, ante todo, la existencia de nuestro enemigo para guardarnos de él, para huirle o para combatirlo. 

Como la Iglesia, por boca de sus sacerdotes, lo propala todos los dias, al final de todas las misas celebradas en el mundo, cada cristiano 
debe saber que su adversario, el demonio, merodea sin cesar en torno suyo, acechando avidamente la ocasidn de apoderarse de él, de condenarlo, y 
que es preciso resistirlo con toda la energia de la fe. 

Este libro se ha escrito para recordar a todos esta grave verdad, de vida o de muerte. 

Desde nuestra aparicion sobre la tierra, tenemos un adversario fortisimo, muy astuto, que nos sigue paso a paso, que se disfraza de mil modos, 
suscitando ocasiones para matar nuestra alma, aprovechandose de todo para hacernos pecar. 

Esto, hasta el instante mismo de ese ultimo combate que es nuestra agonia. 


Y, obstinado hasta el fin, cuando ya no puede hacernos pecar, cumple la consigna de atormentarnos, de hacer que muramos entre la desesperaci6on 
y el terror por lo que nos aguarda. 


El Angel caido es mas fuerte que nosotros. 

Conoce nuestra frontera oriental. Vigila nuestra vida. Sabe qué pecados no cometeremos jamas. Pero también sabe, y aun con mas certeza, los 
que todos los dias estamos dispuestos a cometer. 

Si Dios no limitase sus maldad agresiva, nos aplastaria, como la piedra del molino aplasta el grano, como él habia sonado en aplastar al 
apdostol Pedro, si Cristo no se hubiera interpuesto entre él y el primer Papa de su Iglesia. 


Porque —verdad consoladora— ante el poderio del demonio, alzase Jesucristo Salvador con todas las gracias infinitas de su redecci6n, para 
protegernos en el duro e infernal combate. 


KK 


La prodigiosa tactica de Satanas consiste en disfrazarse. 

El no existe. 

Es una leyenda para gente ingenua. 

Un cuento para infundir miedo a los nifos chiquitos. 

Los hombres de mundo, los cientificos sobre todo, se encogen de hombros desdenhosamente cuando, por casualidad, se les habla del diablo. 

Lo mas grave es que hay cierto numero de cristianos que piensan, como la gente de mundo, que Satanas es sdlo una ficcién, una invenci6n de 
temerosas devotas. 

He asistido a la elaboracion de una pelicula cinematografica referente a la Hermanita Teresa del Nino Jesus. En esa cinta, habria una 
intervencion visible de Satanas. Y para encarnarlo, se habia elegido a un actor de primera categoria. 

Luego, tras viva discusion, se acord6o al fin suprimir aquellas escenas, por temor a las reacciones del gran pUblico, el cual -—joh, 
contradiccidn!— acepta tan de buen grado la intervencidn de Mefistdfeles en Fausto, la mas popular de las 6peras. 


KK 


éNo existe el diablo? 
éEs que no han leido ustedes la Biblia, donde se le nombra en todas partes? ¢Ni el Evangelio? Olvidan ustedes que Jesucristo, constantemente, 
ha expulsado a los demonios, aposentados en el cuerpo o en el alma de los enfermos... 


..-Que aun siendo Jesucristo, ha sido tentado, en su propia persona, por Satanas, tentado tres veces; y que tales tentaciones se escalonaron 
segun un Orden ldégico, en planos ascendentes... gula, vanidad, orgullo supremo. 

Todos los anos, ustedes mismos leen esas tentaciones de Satanas en el Evangelio que les esta especialmente consagrado. 

Deduzcan ahora la conclusion: el discipulo no esta por encima del Maestro. 

Usted también tiene su demonio, sus demonios, sobre todo, si es usted "alguien", si representa usted, para él un adversario especial. 


KK 


..-¢Que no existe Satanas? Lean ustedes la Vida de los Santos reconocidos por la Iglesia. 
Escuchen, en la intimidad, el relato de ciertos misioneros, en paises que aun no tiene contacto alguno con la fe cristiana y donde Satanas 
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reina como amo y senor. 

..-¢Que no existe satanas? 

Vayan a preguntarselo al santo cura de Ars, que ha luchado toda su vida con el embaucador, como 61 lo llamaba. 

..-¢Que no existe Satanas? 

Busquelo en usted mismo. Si es usted sincero, advertira con cuanta frecuencia le ha empujado, por ambos hombros, hacia culpables actos. José 
de Maistre ha escrito: "Yo no conocia otra conciencia que la de un hombre honrado, la mia. ;j;En ciertos momentos, era espantosa!" 


KK 


Bajo una forma y en un ambiente que he reconstituido, tras abundantes lecturas hagiograficas, y que se aproxima a la objetividad cristiana 
bastante mas que la forma, tan pagana, del dante, he presentado hechos que tiene, todos, su punto de partida en la realidad de la vida 
palpitante. 

Hubiera podido citar muchos otros, aun mas caracterizados, comprobados por mi en mi larga vida sacerdotal de Paris, y sobre todo, en el 
ejercicio de mi ministerio como cura de Montmartre. 

Mas aunque prueben a fondo la existencia de los angeles malditos y su constante ofensiva en nuestra vida, he considerado que esos hechos 
comprenden capitulos prohibidos, porque Satanas volveria a sacar probecho de ellos. 

De ahi resultaria, sobre todo, que lo "mejor" seria lo adverso del bien. 


KK 


Pero tal como es, aun proporcionara este libro al alma cristiana un verdadero consuelo, porque si la batalla es ruda e incesante, si las 
puertas del Infierno son temibles para nosotros, pobres seres humanos, Cristo es mas fuerte que Satanas y todos sus demonios. 

Y ademas, si hay angeles perversos, hay también, y en mayor numero, angeles fieles y piadosos, al servicio de nuestras almas, angeles que, 
respaldados en Dios, son mas fuertes que los malditos. Si cada uno de nosotros tiene, para perdicié6n suya, un demonio personal, también tiene su 
amado angel de la guarda. 

Por eso es por lo que la voz que se alza sobre el fragor de la inmensa batalla es mas que una palabra de esperanza. Es una palabra de 
certidumbre: Confidete... Tened confianza, yo he vencido al mundo. 

Pertrechados con la gracia de este Vencedor, también nosotros atravesaremos el campo de batalla, heridos quizas numerosas veces y gravemente, 
pero, aun asi, victoriosos, y reconocidisimos hacia El que jamas abandona al cristiano que ha conservado la fe en su poder y en su amor. 


PRIMERA PARTE 
I 


LA LLAMADA DE SATANAS 
SE AVECINAN GRANDES ACONTECIMIENTOS 


LA ESPERANZA DE SATANAS 

¢COMO HERIR LO INNACESIBLE? 

EL AMOR Y EL ODIO FRENTE A FRENTE 
EL PLAN DE LUCIFER 
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Capitulo I 
LA ESPERANZA DE SATANAS 


Por encima de las aldeas y de las ciudades... 

Por encima de los valles y de las montafas... 

Sobre los abismos y los mares... 

A través de los mundos gigantescos que giran en la soledad de los espacios celestes... 

En el océano de lo Invisible... 

Satanas sufre de inexorable hastio... 

Magnifico por su naturaleza angélica, 61, el mas proximo a Dios... 61, Lucifer, el Portaluz, se ha transformado en el Principe de las 
Tinieblas. 

Su reino es la noche... 

Su alma esta llena de amargura al pensar en aquel Ser que es todo el Ser; y cuyos inexistentes limites creia él haber rozado certeramente... 

El, la mds hermosa de las criaturas, habia sofado con sobrepasar, con destronar al Creador. 

Y, sin embargo, viéndose tan perfecto, tan luminoso, que el fulgor de los soles, comparado con su resplandor, no era mas que una grosera 
sombra, esta magnificencia le habia exaltado hasta el vértigo. 

No era orgulloso; se habia transformado en el Orgullo mismo, lo personificaba. 

Y este orgullo, encarnado en é1 y nunca saciado por completo, habia desencadenado su rebelidn insensata contra El que es todo Vida, todo 
belleza, todo Amor. 

Y habia llegado a ser el sempiterno vencido. Porque nadie puede igualarse a Dios. 

Lo que exacerba mas aun el sufrimiento de Lucifer es que, aparte del contraste espantoso entre lo que ha sido y lo que es, aparte de la 
humillaci6n de su inmensa soberbia, todo su ser esta como inmerso en un odio impotente e inextingible, en primer término contra ese Dios que 
Sigue siendo su Dios, y a quien antano, ha servido como tal. 

El odio es triste. 

Lucifer odia con todo su ser. 

Odia a los angeles que permanecieron fieles. 

Odia al arcangel San Miguel, su adversario personal, que, en un duelo terrible, le ha derribado. 

Odia, en fin y sobre todo, a esta miserable criatura, a este gusano terrestre llamado hombre, que fué una de las causas de su rebelion. 

Un guijarro puede derribar asi a un gigante. 

Y asi como una gota de agua es preciosa para quien muere de sed, la desdicha del hombre es el Unico consuelo de la fiebre que lo devora. 

Y he ahi por qué Lucifer esta triste, se siente vacio de todo amor. 

Es el errante, el que ya no tiene patria, el que todo lo ha perdido al perder a Dios. 

No existe ante 61 sino una sola salida, la de una nueva rebelidn que, mejor preparada que la primera, pueda permitirle romper sus cadenas, 
forzar la puerta del paraiso perdido... y asentarse alli en lugar de Dios. 

jOh, ese dia! 

Dia de la victoria del Odio sobre el Amor... 

El Mal aplastando al Bien. 

Satanas expulsando a Dios. 

Ante este pensamiento, Lucifer se estremece. 

Y con voz terrible, evoca de antemano lo que prepara para manana, es decir, la movilizacidn de todo el Infierno, para un ataque gigantesco: 

—jA mi, todos los arcangeles malditos!... 


...jA mi, jdemonios de toda clase y de todas las jerarquias!... 
...Unamonos todos en una misma ansia de apoderarnos del cielo, lancémonos, con ardor frenético, a una postrera batalla, en la que ya no 
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tenemos nada que perder, puesto que lo hemos perdido todo. 
...jAbramos de par en par las puertas del Infierno, y que todos los condenados se agrupen junto a mi!... 
jE1 enemigo es Dios! 
jLa pieza que hemos de cazar, el hombre!... 


éEl medio de alcanzarla? Todos los medios... j;Con tal que lo consigamos! 
—jA mi!... jA mi!... 

Y, en profundas resonancias, su voz solitaria se pierde en el vacio: 
—jA mi!... jA mi!... 


Capitulo II 


¢COMO HERIR LO INNACESIBLE? 


Y Satanas emprende de nuevo su marcha, en la negrura. 

éHacia donde camina? No lo sabe. 

Igual que el devorado por la fiebre, cuyos brazos hienden el vacio... 

Asi como también el culpable, que para justificar su crimen, invoca y vuelve a invocar sin tregua, ante su espiritu inquieto, los motivos que 
le impulsaron a obrar... 

Y Satanas, torturado por su obsesidn, cuenta, recuenta y recapitula sus agravios. 

Siente necesidad, incesantemente renovada, de justificar ante si mismo la rebelidn que causo la desventura. 

Esa rebelion habia comenzado, en el fondo de los milenios, cuando Dios, que podia permanecer infinitamente dichoso en el esplendor de un cielo 
poblado de Angeles, Arcdngeles, Querubines, Potencias y Espiritus celestiales, les anuncio que su amor infinito, en su expansion difusora, iba a 


desbordar las fronteras del Paraiso para crear, bajo todos nosotros, un nuevo ser, que seria, a la vez, espiritu y materia... cuerpo y alma... 
una criatura libre, que le amaria con todo el merecimiento de una libertad desconocida en el cielo. 
Dios queria que esa criatura fuese dichosa... La colocaria en un nuevo paraiso; y ese paraiso, en medio de los gigantes astros, seria este 


granito de polvo denominado Tierra. 

Si, Dios habia dicho esto; y si lo habia dicho, es que estaba decidido a hacerlo. 

Y Satanas habla consigo mismo: 

...Idea semejante nos parecido tan inesperada, tan inutil, tan inferior, que promovido la rebelidon inmediata de multitud de angeles contra un 
Dios que dejaba de ser Dios, puesto que, solemnemente, anunciaba cosas insensatas. 

Yo me puse a la cabeza de aquel movimiento... 

Y mi rebelion arrastr6 consigo a legiones de angeles que pensaban lo mismo que yo. 

El puesto divino quedaba, pues, por ocupar. 

Y habia de ocuparlo yo, puesto que yo era Lucifer, el Portaluz, el primero después de Dios. 

Entablése entonces una batalla formidable en los espacios celestiales... San Miguel, a un lado... yo, al otro. 

Fui vencido, precipitado al fondo de los infiernos. 

Y he aqui la primera fase de la rebelién, fase de la que guardo, y guardaré, una obsesion eterna. 

Pero al caer en el abismo, jyo habia jurado que me vengaria! 

éVengarme de quién? jAy!... No de Dios, pues he comprobado, para deseperacion mia, que no puedo herirlo directamente. 

..-En esta lucha gigantesca, se me reveld como aun no le habia conocido. 

Es el Inefable, el Inaccesible. 

Y, sin embargo, quiero llegar a herirlo y lo alcanzaré, a pesar de todo... jYo lo quiero! 
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Le heriré en este hombre maldito, en este benjamin, amalgama de materia y espiritu, a quien ama con el amor senil de un padre por su ultimo 
hijo. 

jYo le mataré a su Adan! ;Si, se lo mataré! 

E hice, ante los mios, juramento solemne. 


..-Me he introducido entonces en el Paraiso terrenal jy con qué solapada habilidad! He visto alli a un hombre y a una mujer que tenian, en 
efecto, aspecto de ser muy dichosos, rodeados de una naturaleza prodigiosa. 

Los he observado, estudiado. He investigado cual era su punto débil. 

Y me he dicho: Si consigo adueharme de la mujer, me aduenaré del hombre, del pobre hombre, jesa cana camuflada de hierro! 


Me he apoderado de la mujer... y casi facilmente, por el orgullo. Me ha escuchado, la he halagado, le he descubierto perspestivas falsas que 
la han deslumbrado. 

Yo sé bien por que Dios te ha prohibido que comieses de ese fruto... -—Por qué?— Me ha preguntado, intrigada. 

Porque si comieses de él, llegarias a ser "divina", es decir, igual a Dios... Ya eres bella, Eva... Pero gqué hermosura seria la tuya, si 


sobre tu forma humana tuvieses la aureola de la divinidad? 

Y a esta mujer, que no sabia nada, la he fascinado. 

Me ha creido. 

Y, finalmente, ha dado el irreparable paso de coger el fruto y comerlo. 

Y aquéllo fué la caida... Y no la caida de ella sola. Porque después de haber comido de aquel fruto, infundid a Adan el deseo de hacer lo que 
ella. 

Y sucumbieron ambos. 

La decepcidén de Dios fué inmensa. 

Tanto amor habia puesto en la creacién de aquellos dos seres... Y les exigia tan poca cosa para afirmar su soberania. 

Fueron expulsados afrentosamente del Paraiso, de este paraiso que Dios mismo habia dispuesto con tanto esmero para sus bien amados. 

Yo habia destruido la obra del Creador. 

Yo habia perdido la primera batalla. 

Pero el vencedor de la segunda, era yo. jYo!... 


Capitulo III 
EL AMOR Y EL ODIO FRENTE A FRENTE 


Al llegar a este punto, Lucifer se reconcentra, plegando amargamente los labios: 

Yo era el vencedor. 

Si, pero no habia contado con esa fuerza intima y misteriosa, que tan extrafna me es y que llaman Amor. 

La locura de Dios ha tenido piedad de esos dos seres, tan lastimosamente caidos, condenados, ellos y sus descendientes, a una vida miserable, 
obligados a ganarse el pan con el sudor de su frente, expuestos a las enfermedades, al dolor, a la muerte... 

Y decidi6 rescatarlos del cieno de su pecado y de entre la sangre ya vertida. 

jHa querido salvarlos, a pesar de todo! 

éPor qué, ellos? ¢Y yo, no? 

Satanas rechina los dientes y repite la pregunta: Si... ¢Por qué ellos, y no yo? 

éHabria sido necesario que yo, Lucifer, me humillase, que implorase perdon... 

Y lo que eso, jjamas!, jjamas! 

...Como todo se paga con el sufrimiento, y Dios no puede sufrir, su hijo se hizo hombre. ;Es indecible todo el amor que se oculta tras este 
misterio! Dios, convirtiéndose en esta cosa material, baja, corruptible, que llaman carne. 
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Cada vez lo comprendo menos. 


Y para agradecerle este rebajamiento prodigioso hasta su naturaleza, los hombres le han perseguido, escarnecido... 

Lucifer mostro un rictus sard6énico. 

Eso no me asombra por parte de los hombres. Los conozco, y los aprecio en su miserable valia. Cuando ellos mismos dicen que el hombre es un 
lobo para el hombre, insultan al lobo, que si mata es porque tiene hambre, para comer. 

..-Y a pesar de esta ferocidad del hombre, el Verbo no se desanimé. Le ha amado mas todavia... Ha dicho palabras desconcertantes... Late en 
ellas, verdaderamente, una locura de amor: Os he amado mas que una madre amaria a su hijo... Aun cuando una madre pueda llegar a olvidarse de 
hijo, yo no os olvidaré jamas... Yo no acabo de aplastar la cana ya quebrada... 

Finalmente, después de haberse prodigado sin reservas para el bien de su pueblo, de haberle colmado de milagros y curaciones, ese pueblo le 
crucificado salvajemente, gritando: "jQue su sangre caiga sobre nosotros y sobre nuestros hijos!" 

Y aun esto no ha sido suficiente para entibiar el amor de Cristo. Ha querido permanecer entre esos monstruos, y convertirse en su alimento. 

jEs insensato! Y si hubiera una palabra mas fuerte que insensato, la diria. 

jEs algo frenético, incomprensible!... 

Pero asi ha sucedido. 

Y su consecuencia es que yo he perdido la tercera batalla. 

Pero Dios es tenaz, Lucifer quiere serlo tanto como E1. 

..-YO no me acorbado. He llegado a tener en mi poder al hombre, por tanto, puedo volver a conseguirlo. Y mediante él heriré a su Creador. 

Mi odio se ha convertido en la razon de toda mi existencia. 

jQué haria yo, si no odiase! 

De modo que odio tanto como Dios ama. 

Preparo la ofensiva de manana, por consiguiente. 

jSera espantosa! 


Recorro la humanidad para dividirla, para impedir que piense en su destino. Suefho con materializarla a fondo, mecanizarla, pudrirla... Y aun 
con impulsarla -y ese es mi final objetivo— a que se elimine ella misma, a que se aniquile en un suicidio monstruoso, del que nadie ha tenido 
idea jamas y que constituira la historia de manana. 

En otro tiempo, hice que Cain matase a Abel... 

En el transcurso de los siglos, he levantado a unas naciones contra otras. jTodo eso no son mas que juegos de ninos! 

Hoy, aleccionado por la experiencia, he llegado a dividir la tierra en dos bloques enemigos. He armado a cada uno de esos bloques de un modo 
infernal. La guerra que preparo la preveo tan total, que sera la ultima de la tierra. 

Es preciso, pues que yo la gane. 

Entre los hombres no habra ni vencedores ni vencidos. Tan sdélo supervivientes, es decir, algunos nucleos enloquecidos sobre una tierra en 
llamas, merced a toda una ciencia exarcebada por mi odio. 

Esa batalla sera mi batalla. Yo seré quien decida el dia y la hora. Por otra parte el Apocalipsis la predijo. 

Dios a amado al hombre... 

Pero yo, elimino al hombre... 

Y elimino al hombre por medio del hombre, pero con el fin aniquilar la carne. ¢Me llaman el mono imitador de Dios? 

Y para preparar este combate, voy a hacer un computo de mis fuerzas, una especie de revista parcial, en espera de la gran Noche. 

Tendré, pues, ante todo, una jornada mia, una verdadera jornada de Satanas. 


su 


ha 


Recapitulando los informes de mis subditos, multiplicando el resultado de los hechos aislados, podré, de antemano, formarme ya idea de lo que 


sera la batalla definitiva, en que Dios, vencido al fin, abandonara la tierra a su lamentable destino. 
éOh, ese dia!... 
jEl principe de la Tinieblas transformado en el Pricipe del mundo, lanzandose al asalto del cielo! 
En aquel momento, las mandibulas de Lucifer rechinan a impulsos del deseo. 
Entonces, altanero, desdenoso, autoritario, Satanas silba, a través del espacio, para llamar a los suyos... 
Esta vez no hablara consigo mismo. 
Va a dar sus ordenes. 
iY a fe de Lucifer, esas Ordenes seran cumplidas!... 
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Capitulo IV 
EL PLAN DE LUCIFER 


Aquello fué aterrador. 

De todos los confines de lo Invisible lleg6, siniestro, todo el ejército del mal. 

Angeles, Arcdngeles, Serafines, Querubines, Potestades, Tronos, Espiritus infernales, todo lo que en otro tiempo habia pertenecido a la corte 
gloriosa de Dios y que, hoy maldita, se habia transformado en la corte de Satanas. 

Alli se erguian, despojados de su ideal belleza, pero intactos en su inteligencia... 

Se habian rebelado contra Dios... Hoy, habian pasado a ser esclavos de Satanas. 


Silenciosos, atentos a la voz de mando, esperaban ordenes, como los criados esperan las instrucciones de su amo. 
Y el amo habla... 


Habla, con voz tembloro11ilith31313sa por la cdlera. 
Exterioriza los projectos que acaba de hacer; y sus palabras son como esculpidas en hierro: 


..-EStamos en el umbral de acontecimientos colosales, en los que ha de perecer esta tierra odiosa y los hombres que la habitan, causa de 
nuestra catastrofe. 


Tambien ella va a vivir terribles horas. 

..-Hasta aqui, de un modo fragmentario, hemos tratado de destruir el Amor provocando guerras civiles y nacionales. He comenzado haciendo que 
Cain matase a Abel. 

Y, después de aquello, la obra ha proseguido. 

..-Ciertos dias, muy frecuentes, de la historia, hasta se ha realizado un hermoso trabajo. Hemos visto campos de batalla convertidos en 
cementerios humanos, donde innumeros cadaverers alzaban deseperadamente los brazos hacia un cielo indiferente y hermético. 

Hoy, la guerra va a ser universal. Lo que esta en juego es la destrucci6dn del mundo. 

De una parte, todos los civilizados cristianos con su Dios. 

De otra parte, yo, vosotros, capitaneando hordas avidas de sangre, de destruccion y de lujuria. 

Y en este cataclismo sin precedente, vosotros habréis de reservarme la parte del leon. 

jQué espectaculo! 

El semblante de LUcifer se ilumina con alegria infernal. Sus ojos brillan con resplandor salvaje. 

Sus dedos ganchudos se abren como si ya fuese a estrangular a la humanidad. 

Lucifer evoca a los centenares de millones de hombres de tez amarilla, chinos, mogoles, rusos, precipitdandose, con la ira en el corazon, 
contra el edificio vacilante de la civilizaci6n moderna, contra todo lo que recuerda o representa el esfuerzo de la generaciones hacia la Verdad 
y la Belleza, los palacios, los castillos, los museos, las iglesias, las instituciones benéficas, las catedrales, todas esas magnificencias 
aplastadas bajo las bombas, cuyo infernal secreto revel6é él. 

...Todos los condenados de la tierra, envenenados, corroidos por las bacterias, convirtiéndose en esclavos a las 6rdenes del Principe de este 
mundo, y ese Principe seré yo. 

Todo lo que de esta humanidad sobreviva tendra entonces su paraiso, es decir, su infierno, como yo he encontrado el mio. 

...;Y libres ya del hombre, nos lanzamos, al fin, al asalto del cielo!... 

Todo esto se prepara actualmente en el secreto de los arsenales y en el misterio de los laboratorios. 

Los sabios amontonan montanas y montanas de bombas. 

Pero los ingenuos piensan que no se utilizaran jamas. 

Que continuen creyéndolo. 


jYo, en la hora fatidica, me encargaré de hallar al hombre que, con ademan resuelto, encienda la mecha y la aplique al polvorin del mundo! 
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Entonces, sobrevendra, verdaderamente, la lucha final, jel funebre toque de agonia de toda la humanidad! 

éDé6nde estara el Amor, el estupido amor, en este indecible aniquilamiento? 

éDé6nde estara entonces tu famosa victoria, Dios detestado? 

El Odio sera el duefo y senor del campo de batalla, el amo de todo. 

Y el Odio... jsoy yo! 

Y sobre los restos de tu mundo, destruido por los mismos a quienes querias salvar a toda costa, proclamaré el triunfo de mi venganza. 
jlucifer, el condenado, habra vencido a Cristo, el Salvador! 

Lucifer... ;jYo!... 


II 


EL ESTADO MAYOR SE SATANAS ACUDE A SU LLAMAMIENTO 


LA SOBERBIA 
LA AVARICIA 
LA LUJURTA 
LA ENVIDIA 
LA GULA 

LA IRA 

LA PEREZA 


Capitulo V 
LA SOBERBIA 


Esta fogosa alocucion, a grito herido, fué oida en medio de un silencio pavoroso. 

Temblorosos, estremeciéndose, los demonios han escuchado al Arcangel. Evidentemente, ya escucharon bastantes veces semejantes profecias de 
catastrofes. 

Pero hoy la amenaza se concreta. Parece fundada. Se apoya en hechos nuevos, y en un cambio total del comportamiento de la humanidad. 

Como contraste, bajo ellos, la tierra duerme... la tierra, con sus ciudades, sus aldeas, sus palacios, sus conventos, sus iglesias. Duerme en 
los brazos tranquilizadores de la noche. 

Pero, de trecho en trecho, esa noche aparece agujereada por violentos focos de luz, denunciadores de las fiestas nocturnas, los bailes, los 
cabarets, los centros de diversion. 

Y Satanas sonrie, contemplandolos. 

Porque alli esta su vanguardia, sus coémplices, los encargados mas particularmente de transtornar, corromper, disolver el dinamismo de los 
jovenes. 

Llama entonces a sus capitanes, a los que constituyen el Estado Mayor del mal. Los llama por sus nombres, con voz dura que no admite réplica 
alguna: la Soberbia, la Avaricia, la Lujuria, la Envidia, la Gula, la Ira y la Pereza. 
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También ellos son jefes famosos, teniendo por titulos de gloria ruinas inmensas en la desorganizacion del mundo. 

La Soberbia, llamada en primer término, se presenta. 

Alta, fuerte, erguida, con los talones juntos, la insolencia en los ojos. 

Lucifer la contempla, con impresion complacida: 

—Te saludo, y en ti reconozco mi imagen. Tu eres el primogénito de mis soldados. En los albores del mundo, contigo fué con quién tenté a la 
mujer. Y con su caida, he ganado mi primera batalla... 

Luego, has proseguido tu. Tu obra son las grandes rivalidades de los pueblos. Lo que no te impide trabajar también en la esfera individual... 

...jCuantas desavenencias has suscitado entre las familias! jCuantas amistades has roto!... T. Hubieran podido ser los bienhechores de sus 
pueblos; y se han convertido en sus verdugos... jAh!... Soberbia... jQué futuro de destrucci6én tienes ahora en ti! Después de haber 
desencadenado tantas guerras en el decurso de los siglos, de haber hecho que corrieran rios de lagrimas y de sangre, eres tu, jOh Soberbia!, 
quien presidiras junto a mi la hecatombe colosal que se avecina. 

...LasS ruinas de Babilonia, de Cartago, de Bizanzio, de Corea, nada significaran en comparacion con la monstruosa realidad de manana. 

Profundamente estremecido Lucifer estrecha a la Soberbia entre sus brazos: 

—Eres mi hija bien amada, en quien deposito mi mas cara esperanza... 

La Soberbia, entonces, se yergue aun mas: 

—jLucifer, cuenta conmigo! 

Y, solemnemente, con las alas abiertas, se alinea en el fondo de la sala, a la espera del momento de descender sobre la Tierra, donde los 
agitadores de los pueblos reciben inspiraciones de ella en sus misteriosos concilidabulos. 


Capitulo VI 
LA AVARICIA 


Lucifer, entre dientes, como hablando consigo mismo: "Nosotros los condenados, gozamos asi de voluptuosidades malditas, que de antemano 
saboreamos. jQué serie de ruinas va a prepararme la Soberbia!" 

Acto seguido, llama a la Avaricia. 

Enjuta, , delgados los labios, los ojos semiocultos tras unos abultados parpados, la Avaricia se presenta. 

A ella también la contempla, complacido, Satanas: 

—jOh, Avaricia!, mi querida hija; como la Soberbia, posees un inmenso poder para la perdicion de las almas. Tu hermana puede inscribir en su 
lista de triunfos el pecado original, causa primaria de todos los males de la tierra. Tu tienes algo mejor en tu activo, y mas derecho a mi 
reconocimiento. Porque tu eres quien hiciste que aquel miserable Judas vendiera a Cristo por treinta dineros. jVerdaderamente, no era muy caro! 
Y en la Tierra no he conocido proeza mayor... 

...No me siento envidioso de ti. Sin embargo, tu has hecho que te adoren. Y has tenido la cinica coqueteria de hacerte adorar bajo la forma de 
un Becerro de oro. Preciso es que los hombres sean estupidos y repugnantes. Hubieran podido elegir un animal noble, el ledn, el caballo, el 
aguila... No; jes el Becerro lo que han preferido! 

..-¥ asi continuan... 

...;Qué magnifico reino tienes, oh, Avaricia!... Porque el interés gobierna el mundo mucho mas que el Amor. 

El dinero continua careciendo de olor. Para poseer mas cada dia, los hombres estan dispuestos a todo. 

...jCuantas veces los he visto discutir vestidos de luto, la primera noche de ciertas herencias, cuando el cuerpo del pseudo bien-amado no se 
habia enfriado todavia, dispuestos a venir a las manos porque uno debe resultar, al parecer, mas favorecido que otro! 

El perro que defiende su hueso es un corderillo en comparacié6n con el avaro que defiende su dinero y que negaria las migajas a su prdjimo, 
aunque estuviera muriéndose, ante sus propios ojos, de miseria y de hambre. 

..-Asi, pues, sigue, Avaricia, aprovisionando las cajas de caudales, rellenando los bolsillos y secando los corazones... 

Di, repite a esos seres que viven un dia y se mueven una hora, que jamas tendran bastante para sus necesidades y sus placeres, que deben 
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adoptar todas las precauciones imaginables para conseguir lo suficiente, que desconfien sobre todo de la Providencia, que les habla, joh, 
ironia!, del pan cotidiano. 

De lo que ellos quieren estar seguros, sobre todo, es del pan y de las golosinas de toda la vida. 

...-Que atesoren, pues, tanto como puedan. Y que un dia, que sera el mio, mueran sobre montones de oro y billetes de banco, con gran alegria de 
sus parientes y amigos, que ni siquiera encargaran una misa para el descanso de sus almas. 

Pero yo me ocuparé de esas almas, en lugar suyo, por secas que me lleguen, yo me encargo de secarlas mas todavia. 

..-Si, Avaricia, cuento contigo. jEres una espléndida proveedora de mi infierno! 
Entonces, esbozando en sus delgados labios una seca sonrisa, la Avaricia viene a colocarse al lado de la Soberbia. 


Capitulo VII 
LA LUJURIA 


Maquillada, cubierta de afeites, sombreados los ojos, pintados de rojo los labios y las unas... hermosa, pero con una hermosura artificial, 
infernal y turbadora, la Lujuria se presenta. 

Satanas la recibe entonces con los brazos abiertos y la estrecha largo contra lo que fué su corazon. 

—jOh, Lujuria, cuanto te amo! jEres tierna y poderosa, insinuante, irresistible! Eres mi desquite directo contra Dios. Porque tu eres la 
prueba evidente, tangible, de que se engafid torpemente. Encarnas el triunfo de la carne sobre el espiritu. Del Angel que Dios creia haber 
creado, haces todos los dias una bestia, y a menudo un ser mas perverso que las bestias. 

..-Eres la humillacién de los mas fuertes. Posees el talento que resquebraja las voluntades mas firmes, como el fuego funde la cera. 
Atormentas a los espiritus que quisieran expulsarte y consigues imponerte a ellos con irresistible dulzura. Has sido mas fuerte que Sanson, mas 
fuerte que el santo rey David, a quien has arrojado en brazos de Bethsabé, induciéndole, ademas, a asesinar al marido de ésta, joh, ironia de 
los dones de Dios!, has pisoteado a salomdn, que habia recibido de Dios el don de la Sabiduria, y lo transformaste en una increible prueba de tu 
absoluto poderio... j;Me rio a veces pensando en sus centenares de esposas! Tu también te habras divertido con eso, verdaderamente.... 

...Lujuria, si hojeo la historia de los hombres, sorprendo por doquiera los efectos de tu terrible poder. jCuantos hogares has destrozado! 
Cuantas falacias y homicidios hiciste cometer! jCuantas hermosas almas juveniles, enamoradas del ideal, has marchitado! Has desencadenado 
terribles guerras y herejias fabulosas. 

...EStas en todas partes, en el fondo de las camas mas nobles. Has atormentado al apdstol Pablo, el coloso del cristianismo. 

...-Para rehuirte, has obligado a Jeromo a revolcarse entre las espinas. Has hecho llorar a Monica. Y, ayer aun, fuiste tu la primera que 
poseyo el alma de Carlos de Foucauld. 

...Gracias a ti, el hombre creado a imagen de Dios, se ha convertido en su caricatura. ;Si, gloria a ti!... 

...7Oh, Lujuria!, podria continuar... continuar. Porque es universal tu poderio. Adquiere todas las formas. Te deslizas a veces como una 
sirena, a veces como una vibora. Estas en los anuncios de los periddicos, en el teatro, en el "cine", en el baile, en las esquinas de las 
calles. Acechas las primeras emociones del amor mas puro para hacer que se desvie el alma y descienda al exclusivo servicio de la pasion carnal. 

...-¢Tienes una memoria prodigiosa! Impulsas de nuevo a los ancianos, que se juzgaban evadidos de tu imperio; y en el mismo umbral de la 
eternidad, tratas de hacer que pequen todavia. 

...Lujuria, eres mi gran esperanza, mi hija querida. 

Y la Lujuria, feliz y altanera, vuelve a ocupar tu puesto entre la Soberbia y la Avaricia, envidiosas ambas de aquel homenaje de Satanas a su 
hermana, a quien desprecian, por muy endemoniadas que sean... 
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Capitulo VIII 
LA ENVIDIA 


Y ahora es la Envidia la que se presenta. 


Satanas le tiende la mano, pero con mas frialdad: 
—jOh, Envidia, si es posible, no te sientas celosa! Tu también, como tus hermanas, eres buena obrera, y puedes estar orgullosa de tu obra. 


...TU eres quien, con la Soberbia, hiciste que se cometiera en la tierra el primer fraticidio..., que Cain matase a Abel porque éste era mas 
agradable a Dios. 

...Después de aquel golpe maestro, has hecho del hombre y de la mujer, espias del bien de los demas. Los has transformado en redomas de acido 
y de vinagre. No ven ya lo que ellos poseen, sino Unicamente lo que poseen los otros. 

Suscitase entonces la insinuaci6n, el ataque solapado, el golpe de la maledicencia, por la espalda, mas cruel a veces que la pufnalada frente a 
frente. 

...jCuantas vidas has emponzonado! j;Cuantas dichas has destruido! jCuantos enlaces por amor convertiste en infiernos!... 

...TU también estas en todas partes, en casa de los ricos y de los desventurados, en las fabricas y en las oficinas. 

Eres la herrumbre de los mejores aceros. 

Como las antiguas Harpias, todo lo manchas con tu baba. 

..-Hasta tal extremo eres temible, que Cristo ha consagrado a desenmascararte una pagina entera de su Evangelio. 

...Mas a pesar de todo, sigues aun con poder bastante para enfrentar al hermano contra el hermano, al pobre contra el que posee riquezas. 

...La lucha de clase constituye tus dominios. 

jOh, Envidia!, cuento contigo para cerrar, sobre la tierra, todos los caminos a la reconciliaci6n, al amor. 

Persuade a cada cual de que es mas desventurado que su vecino. 

..-No olvides jamas mi consigna: jDividir es reinar! 

La Envidia hizo, entonces, un gesto de satisfaccion. 

Y, lentamente, se fué de alli, dirigiéndose hacia la Soberbia, la Avaricia y la Lujuria. 

Pero les lanz6 una mirada tan cetrina y falsa, que los tres espiritus demoniacos, instintivamente, se apartaron, como se aparta uno de una 
fria vibora, hora de toda simpatia y peligrosa para todo el mundo. 


Capitulo IX 
LA GULA 


La Gula acude a continuacion... 

Pesada, adiposa, veleidosa la mirada, algo cohibida por tener que alinear su rosada gordura junto a tales capitanes. 

Pero Satanas la tranquiliza: 

—jOh, Gula!, abandona esa expresiodn tan aturdida y humillada. Yo no menosprecio tu poder y tu imperio. TU también estabas junto a la Soberbia 
para incitar a Eva a que probase el fruto prohibido. Eres una veterana de los grandes dias. Has tenido en tierra, perdidamente ebrio, al viejo 
Noé y le has entregado a la burla de sus hijos. Bajo tu inspiracidén, el fogoso Esau ha vendido a Jacob, por un plato de lentejas, su derecho de 
primogenitura, es decir, todo el porvenir de la posteridad. 

...Dia tras dia, has conquistado el mundo, arrastrando a tu servicio todo cuanto exige el hambre diaria y voraz de los humanos, todo cuanto se 
come, todo cuanto se bebe. jQué formidable ejército es el tuyo! Todos los restaurantes, tabernas, cabarets, bares... Todo eso constituye tu 
reino. No cesas de provocar enfermedades y exacerbar pasiones. La Lujuria y tu sois en verdad hermanas gemelas y trabajais juntas. De modo que 
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os amo con el mismo amor. 

..-ES preciso, joh, Gula!, que cada dia te introduzcas mas en el seno de las familias, que mixtifiques la ciencia culinaria para sazonarlo y 
falsificarlo todo, que preconices los manjares fuertes, las carnes bravias, la caza, el venado, los platos que incitan a beber. 

..-Porque a la terminacidn de esos grandes festines es cuando el hombre, con la cabeza pesada y brumosa, embrutecido por la embriaguez, se 
inclina a cometer los actos mas insensatos, a las apuestas mas estupidas. gRecuerdas que al final de un festin de esa clase, Herodes, como 
postre, hizo decapitar a Juan Bautista, y ofrecid la ensangrentada cabeza de éste, en una bandeja de plata, a la pequena Salomé? 

jHe ahi una magnifica victoria que se apunta en su haber! 

..-Alentada, pues, por estos éxitos de todos los dias, trabaja con ardiente ardor, favoreciendo la decadencia de la humanidad. Gracias a ti, 
el hombre no muere, se mata. Cava su tumba con su tenedor. Ayudalo en esa hermosa obra. Tiéntale de dia... sobre todo, de noche. Engordale como 
a un cerdo. Embaraza sus musculos. Congestiona su cerebro. Es tu mision. Después, cuando el terreno esté ya preparado, la Lujuria, tu hermana, 
hara lo demas y consumara la victoria completa del cuerpo sobre un alma ahogada, aniquilada... 

Emboscados tras los grasientos y abultados parpados, los ojos de la GUla brillan y pestanean con dulce alegria. 

Y sus carnosos labios murmuran: 

—jGracias, Lucifer! Por amor tuyo, y mas que nunca, voy a tentar, enponzonar, congestionar y matar a los hombres. 

iY a las mujeres también! 

..-ESo es lo mas dificil. Tienen miedo de engruesar. Mas, de todos modos, aun asi las tendré, indirectamente... 

Y la Gula, satisfechisima, mira hacia la tierra, por la parte de Paris, la cinta giratoria de las ciudades donde la gente se divierte... 

—jVen a mi lado!— le grita la Lujuria. 

Y la Gula, sonriendo, abraza estrechamente a su hermana gemela. 


Capitulo X 
LA IRA 


Satanas llama entonces a la Ira. 

Llega como una rafaga de viento, erizados los cabellos, terrible la mirada, los pufnhos cerrados, la boca llena de rebeldia y blasfemias. 

Lucifer la acoge con bastante dureza. Se conoce que tiene prisa por desembarazarse de ella. 

Y con voz entrecortada: 

—Te reconozco, joh, Ira!, eres el angel de la tempestad, de las decisiones rapidas, fulminantes. Tu misidn consiste en lanzar tu soplo sobre 
todos los incidentes, aun los mas insignificantes, y convertirlos en un drama. Una chispa puede producir una explosion gigantesca. 

Tu eres la chispa. 

Encona todos los conflictos. 

Exaspera los desacuerdos. 

Crea un ambiente de inquietud. 

Haz que tu victima no sea ya duena de sus nervios ni de si misma... 

...TU puedes conseguirlo. Porque en esos momentos, lanza el hombre palabras que luego no puede ya recoger... 

..-Impulsale a revoluciones desesperadas... 

Haz que surga lo irreparable. Esa es la hora bendita en que el hombre mata al hombre, mata a su mujer, mata sus hijos, se suicida. 

Apresuradamente, Lucifer declara: 

—iSi, qué hermoso trabajo en perspectiva, si sabes provocar catastrofes, y obtener de ellas el maximo provecho! 

...TuU obra no es de larga duracion. 

...Eres el huracan para los fuertes, pero también, sobre todo, para los nerviosos, los agotados, los desesperados. 

Trabajalos. 
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...YO me encargo de lo demas. 

—iQué puedes hacer? Ya te lo he dicho: tu lo puedes todo. No te detengas aqui. Abajo te esperan jVete! 

La Ira, entonces, rechina los dientes. 

Y grita: 

—iPor qué me hiciste venir, ya que no me dejas ni tiempo para hablar? No he podido pronunciar ni una sola frase. Y, sin embargo, tenia no 
pocas cosas que contarte. 


—jSe quedara para otra vez! 

jNaturalmente! Siempre resulto atropellada, siempre me quedo para "otra vez". jAh, si yo fuese la Lujuria o la babosa Gula, no me dirias. 
"iVete!" Pero no soy mas que la Ira... jTruenos del infierno! 

Y la Ira se fué, cerrando las puertas furiosamente tras si, con gran espanto de un grupo de pequenos demonios inferiores que escuchaban detras 


de ellas. 


Capitulo XI 
LA PEREZA 


Le llega, al fin, el turno a la Pereza. 

Arrellanada en su asiento, no tiene prisa. 

Maciza, coloradota, se levanta penosamente. 

Avanza, arrastrando los pies. 

Y como una gelatina que gotea, tartamudea con voz pastosa: 

—Satanas, ¢qué puedo hacer en servicio tuyo? 

Lucifer, tranquilo, responde lentamente: 

—Te miro con respeto, porque tu eres la abuela, la madre de todos los vicios, y aun de algunos mas. 

-—Gracias, Lucifer, por alentar asi mi debilidad. 

—jTu debilidad! Si el fogoso David no se hubiera vuelto perezoso, entregado al ocio. Se hubiera puesto al frente de sus ejércitos, si hubiera 
continuado combatiendo, no habria cometido sus abominables crimenes. Es la pereza, en primer término, lo que le ha convertido en un adultero y 
un asesino. 

...jOh, Pereza, no menosprecies tu papel! El infierno se puebla todos los dias con todos esos perezosos que no se sabe para qué han nacido, 
puesto que jamas han hecho nada. Continua engordando a esos inttiles, anquilosandolos mediante el dinero, el lujo y los placeres. 

...Cantales dulcemente, durante el sueno de su vida, los aires modernos: 


jAh!, que dulce es el no hacer nada 
cuando todo se agita en torno nuestro... 
O mejor aun: 

El vivir a expensas de la Patria 

es lo mas delicioso y envidiado... 


...-No te canses de recomendarles que trabajen lo menos posible y que pidan que se les pague mas. Cuando un pueblo alcanza esa mentalidad, es 


ya mio. 
...-Para conseguirlo no descuides nada. 
...-Pasa por las escuelas y siembra el tedio entre los maestros y entre los muchachuelos. Infundeles la pasion por la novela policiaca, la 


aficcién de ir a recorrer las calles, de pararse en ellas. jTodo, excepto los libros! 


https://ia801303.us.archive.org/8/items/LaJornadaDeSatnCPierreLrmiteESP/The Satan journey © Pierre Lérmite ENG - ESP.txt 83/141 


10/9/21 9:27 https://ia801303.us.archive.org/8/items/LaJornadaDeSatnCPierreLrmiteESP/The Satan journey © Pierre Lérmite ENG - ESP.txt 


..Penetra en los talleres y en las oficinas... 
..Que el trabajo pase a ser el "tost6n", y que la consigna, para todo el mundo, sea la de roncar. 
-Pero, sobre todo, no para ti. 
..jPereza, no seas jamas perezosa! 
La Pereza sonria pesadamente al escuchar este juego de palabras del amo. 
E inclina la cabeza en senal de aquiescencia. 
Luego, arrastrando los pies, vuelve a su sitio, y se deja caer en el silldén —el mejor—, que cede y gime bajo su tremendo peso... 


III 


SE MOVILIZAN LOS GRADOS INFERIORES DEL EJERCITO INFERNAL 
sU MISION EN LA BATALLA SERA IMPORTANTISIMA 


MIS PEQUENOS ANGELOTES 
CONSIGNA: ja CAMUFLARSE! 
CRISTO... jUNO DE LOS DOS! 


Capitulo XII 
MIS PEQUENOS ANGELOTES 


Lucifer contempla a los siete pecados capitales, alineados respetuosamente ante 61. Hasta la Ira, pasada la crisis, ha vuelto a la fila. 

Sois mi estado mayor, y cuento con vosotras para la gran batalla de que os he hablado, que sera, al mismo tiempo, nuestro desquite contra Dios 
y la conquista del paraiso perdido. 

-Pero dispongo de otras fuerzas que también me interesan y de las que espero mucho. 

Entonces, como si divisaran bajo las hojas u ocultos en los huecos de los arboles, millones de insectos, encarnizados devastadores de las 
cosechas, Satanas senala con el dedo a legiones de angeles de ultima categoria, angelitos caidos que siguieron a los grandes jefes en su 
deflecci6n. Han recibido la orden de acudir a esta concentracion infernal. 

Y han venido todos. Los gnomos, los duendes, los espiritus flageladores, los trasgos, los bullangueros, los amuletos... todos los mosquitos de 
lo Invisible, encargados de hostigar, cansar, exasperar a los hombres. 

Lucifer los contempla con mirada dura, desde luego, pero interesada, a pesar de todo. 

Mis pequenos angelotes, dice, con voz que quisiera hacer paternal, no creais que desconozco vuestro valer. En muchos casos, el moscard6on es 
mas fuerte que el tigre, mas fuerte que el ledn encolerizado, rugiente. 

Los hombres mas robustos estan a merced de los microbios mas insignificantes, que en pocas horas se encargan de enviarlos a la eternidad. 

.Los altos jefes tienen que cumplir su misidn respecto a un plan general. 
..Vosotros, angelitos, tenéis la vuestra. Es universal, continua, formidable. Pero debéis ejercitarla, sobre todo en el individuo. 
.Sois la infanteria del campo de batalla. Habéis de convertiros en la atmdésfera de los hombres... Levantaos; sois los demonios de los 
detalles y de las pequenas cosas. Pero las pequenas cosas son las que preparan las grandes. 
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A través de los siglos, todos los hombres han advertido vuestra presencia, y os han bautizado con toda clase de nombres. 

jQué os importa!... Encogeos de hombros... El resultado es lo que interesa. 

...Tenéis que tergiversar todos los naipes. Ocultar las cosas a las manos que con impaciencia las buscan... El escritor no encontrara la carta 
a la que quiere responder, la direccidén, el libro que necesita. El ama de casa perdera sus llaves, el abuelo, sus lentes, el orador olvidara sus 
documentos, la criada rompera la vajilla. Podria continuar... continuar... Pero vosotros sois seres inteligentes, malignos y enredadores. Me 
comprendeis... jEstoy seguro de ello! 

Los angelotes inclinaron la cabeza y aletearon en senal de entusiastico asentimiento. Satanas puede contar con ellos. Son su tropa de linea, 
absolutamente fieles a su causa. 

Lucifer termina, sonriendo: 

EStoy seguro de vosotros. Sois mis chiquitines, mis favoritos, mi consuelo. ;Sabré recompensaros! 


Capitulo XIII 
CONSIGNA: ja CAMUFLARSE! 


Lucifer se dirige entonces a todo el ejército de arcangeles, serafines, querubines, tronos, potestades, espiritus infernales, angelotes, y con 
voz tonante resume sus consignas: 

Que cada uno de vosotros adquiera consciencia de sus responsabilidades. Preparamos la suprema batalla anunciada en el Apocalipsis. Mi 
deslumbrante victoria esta profetizada alli por el mismo Cristo. jOh, bien sé que a continuacion afhade que esa victoria sera efimera! Pero esa 
afirmacion es precisamente el punto que hemos de dilucidar entre nosotros dos. 

...ESa batalla sera total. Preparadla en sus detalles. 

...OS invito, por tanto, a un ensayo general, a una demostracion de fuerza. 

...ESa jornada sera mi jornada, la jornada de Satanas, anunciadora del gran crepusculo, nuestra Ultima esperanza, nuestra evasion de la 
negrura a la luz. 

He aqui ahora mi Ultima recomendacion, la mas importante de todas. 

jAtenci6n, aguzad bien el oido! 

...Un ejército que no se camufla es un ejército vencido de antemano. Aqui, desde los mas altos hasta los mas pequenos, todos vosotros tenéis 
que camuflaros. Y la estupidez humana, os ayudara en eso de un modo inverosimil. 

Para los hombres, nosotros no existimos. iLo ois bien? No existimos. 

Este error colosal, aposentado ya en los cerebros humanos, es preciso arraigarlo en ellos mas y mas. 

» se encoge de hombros cuando se pronuncia nuestro nombre. 

...ES inaudito, pero es asi. 

..-Sin embargo, esos imbéciles, cuando miran por debajo de ellos, comprueban que existe toda una jerarquia de seres, en todas las ramas y 
reinos. Hay animales nobles, arboles nobles, piedras preciosas. 

...ESto es verdad en el bajo mundo. 

..-Y Sin embargo, muchos, entre los hombres mas inteligentes, afectan la creencia de que esa jerarquia no existe en las alturas. Se comportan 
como si su miserable cuerpo, compuesto de una particula de espiritu inyectada en grosera materia, fuese el fin supremo de los seres y de las 
cosas. 

Para ellos, lo Invisible esta vacio. 

No os amendrentéis, por consiguiente. Adoptad todas las formas, revestios de todos los enganos. Ayudad a los hombres a encastillarse en su 
estupidez. 

...Impulsadlos a ridiculizaros, a parangonaros con los cuentos de miedo para los nifos. 

...-Para ellos, vosotros sois el diablo con cuernos y rabo, el diablo peludo, el diablo que arrastra cadenas, el fantasma de la sdabana blanca, 
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que mete miedo por la noche a los chiquillos, pero que hace reventar de risa a la gente sesuda, a los que no creen sino en lo que ven por sus 
ojos, en lo que tocan con sus manos y en lo que pueden fotografiar. 

Lo demas no existe. 

..-Y lo demas, es nuestro inmenso ejército, nuestra inteligencia superior, angélica, y nuestro odio al hombre, nuestro odio a ese Dios que 
cometio el error de crear a todos esos fantoches y de morir inttilmente por ellos. 

Mi jornada, por tanto, va a dar comienzo. No la misera jornada terrestre de veinticuatro horas, sino la jornada astral, la de los angeles, 
cuya duracion sdlo yo determino. 

...Tendréis que entregarme un informe de vuestras actividades. Tendréis que hacerlo todos, los que han recibido los diez talentos, lo mismo 
que los que sdlo recibieron un modesto denario. Todos debéis rendirme cuentas, y cuentas exactas. 

...Yo totalizaré inmediatamente vuestras victorias y vuestras derrotas; y sacaré la consecuencia. 

...Procurad que ese resultado sea triunfal. Yo sabré recompensar o castigar. 

..-Ahora, partid todos, llenos de fe en mi, a vuestro puesto de combate en la odiosa tierra, esa tierra prdxima ya a su terrible destino. 

...Me rio cuando veo a esos idiotas afanandose en reconstruir sus casas y sus iglesia... 

...jESperad un poco! 

éNo es cierto, mis grandes y pequenos demonios, que un dia terrible vais a arrasar de nuevo todo eso, y definitivamente? 

...Desplegad un odio activo, conquistador, victorioso. 

...Coged en vuestras redes, a esas almas abominables. Traédmelas para entristecer, para humillar a ese Dios que las ama. Y ayudadme a llenar, 
con victimas palpitantes, todo mi Infierno. 

Nunca me traeréis bastantes para aplacar el hambre que me atenaza y la sed que me devora... 


Tengo prisa por tenerlos en mi poder, por pisotearlos, torturarlos, beber sus lagrimas, oir como rechinan los dientes... jY arrojar todo ese 
horror a la cara de Dios!... 
—jTémalos!- j;Ahi los tienes, a tus bien amados!... 
.He dicho. 
.jPartid! 


.jSatanas os contempla! 


Capitulo XIV 
CRISTO... jUNO DE LOS DOS! 


Gran agitacion se produjo en lo Invisible. 

Emocionados y temblorosos, los pequenos angeles desfilaron los primeros; y dando tumbos a mas y mejor, bajaron al mundo. 

Fueron luego los arcangeles, los serafines, las potestades, los espiritus infernales los que, con las alas abiertas, se precipitaron hacia la 
tierra, misera particula de polvo que flota en el infinito de la Inmensidad. 

Cada uno tenia su plan y su idea. 

jQué peso iban a tener, en sus manos expertas, aquellos hombres miserables y orgullosos, que tiene ojos y no ven... inteligencias, y no 
comprenden... y que, embrutecidos por su materialismo, estan emponzonados con el veneno de todas sus pasiones exarcebadas! 

Tras la marcha de la milicia infernal, se restableci6é el silencio. 

Y aquel silencio era absoluto, sin eco, sin limite. 

Lucifer, oprimido, sumergido en su inconmensurable tedio, rompid bruscamente aquel silencio. 

Y con voz de trueno, que rueda a través de los espacios, grita, aulla: 

—jSufro como un condenado! 

Luego de repente, tiende el pufo hacia el Empireo, donde brillan las inconmensurables y tranquilas estrellas, y ruge: 

—jMi imposible victoria... ya esta en camino! Cristo, juno de los dos! 
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SEGUNDA PARTE 


LAS NOTICIAS DE LA BATALLA 
j TODO VA BIEN; OH, LUCIFER! 
INFORME ENTUSIASTICO DEL ESTADO MAYOR 


LA SOBERBIA 
LA AVARICIA 
LA LUJURTIA 
LA ENVIDIA 
LA GULA 

LA IRA 

LA PEREZA 


Capitulo X 
LA SOBERBIA 


Avido de conocer las peripecias de la batalla, Lucifer no espera a que termine la jornada astral. 

Y antes de que ésta llegue a su mitad, la Soberbia recibe la orden de dar noticias de la lucha entablada para la destrucci6én de las almas. 

Obediente como un criado, acude a informar: 

-No esperaba, joh, Lucifer!, que me llamases tan pronto. No das a tus soldados tiempo para vencer. 

—Sobran palabras; gqué ha sido de tu actividad? 

—Creo haber realizado ya un buen trabajo. Es incontable la multitud de pavos reales y plebeyos que todos los dias llevo a pavonearse ante sus 
coetaneos. Para nosotros los Angeles, es atin cosa interesante el ver cémo se atrapa a los hombres con tan poca cosa, una lisonja, un articulo en 
la prensa, un trocito de cinta en el ojal. Y asi son pescados esos mortales, lo mismo que ellos pescan sus peces en el rio. 

..-ES un placer cotidiano que saboreo en la sombra, esa necesidad de no ser como "todo el mundo", uno del mont6én, el deseo de "aparentar". Y 
es curioso el ver a un hombre, a una mujer, dandose tono, haciendo que los demas los escuchen, diciendo elocuentes vulgaridades. Algun politico, 
cuando vuelve a casa, se rie a veces de todas las tonterias que ha contado solemnemente a sus electores, atentos y entusiasmados. 

Lucifer la interrumpe brutalmente: 

—Ahorrame tales detalles. Todo eso es moralla indigna de ti y de mi. Tengo hambre de cosa mas substancial. 

-Y te la voy a servir en seguida. He buscado a un hombre capaz de convertirse en un jefe, en toda la extensidn de esta palabra. Un hombre 
bastante fuerte para polarizar en torno suyo a pensadores que encauzaran hacia él a las multitudes, en una atmdsfera de evolucién mistica. Un 
hombre que realizase tus designios, y lo bastante valeroso para desencadenar la catastrofe mundial a que aspiras con todas tus fuerzas. 

—iAh!, he ahi algo que comienza a interesarme, exclama Lucifer. 

—Si, repite la Soberbia; he buscado entre los humanos al que representaria al superhombre, sin escrupulos, sin piedad, siempre dispuesto a 
dejar correr rios de lagrimas para llevar a la dominacion universal, un jefe para quien nada existiria, aparte de su voluntad, ni el cerebro de 
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los inteligentes, ni el coraz6n de las madres, ni el amor a la patria, ni el porvenir de las generaciones jdvenes, ni la belleza de los seres y 
de las cosas, nada mas que él mismo y su idea fija, que es la tuya, es decir, la mia, la que yo he sugerido, la que he inculcado y la que 
alimento ferozmente en una atmdsfera de recelos y delaciones. 

—iHas encontrado a ese hombre? 

-Asi lo creo. He examinado a muchos y los he rechazado por ineptos, vacuos, con enganoso aspecto de fortaleza. No poseian la voluntad férrea 
que atropella por todo para alcanzar el fin. 

—iEntonces, é6se...? 

—Es capaz de ponerse al frente de un movimiento mundial, con ardientes secuaces, apdstoles, hasta martires, en todos los paises... Si; creo 
que puede lanzar a medio mundo contra el otro medio, hasta la exterminacié6n de todos los pueblos. Sera como tu lo has explicado, el universo 
destruyéndose a si mismo y evadiéndose del amor de Cristo, puesto que Cristo no existira. 

—jMi sueno!... ¢Y dices, joh, Soberbia!, que no has hecho nada? jPero si eres magnifica! 

—jOh, Lucifer!, la cosa no esta mas que iniciada, y me ocupo en acumular precauciones. Asi, como ese hombre ha de envejecer fatalmente, pienso 
en el que podria ocupar su puesto, si llegase a morir el mio antes del gran crepusculo. 

—Para terminar: vigila atentamente este negocio. 

—jLo vigilo!, le doy escolta a este hombre, le controlo, le sostengo, exalto su altaneria afirmando que es casi un semidios, que es Unico en 


la historia de la humanidad, que ningun conquistador ha dispuesto nunca de tantos millones de hombres, dispuestos a levantarse en ambos 
hemisferios y a morir por su causa. 


-—iY si tal vez le asesinara algun miserable? 
—jOh, ya pienso en ello! Le protejo, por tanto, contra todos los atentados. Vive en su pais, tras un teldén de hierro. nadie puede entrar ni 


salir sin ser controlado minuciosamente. No dejo que se exhiba ante el publico. Hago que viva en una inmensa soledad, en medio de un pueblo de 
esclavos. 


—iY consiente en ese aislamiento? 

—Si, porque le embriago cada dia, con una fria embriaguez que hace al hombre impermeable a toda influencia que no sea la mia. 

Ya estuvo varias veces a punto de prender fuego al mundo. Y después ha retrocedido, o mas bien, somos nosotros los que retrocedimos después de 
advertir que todavia no era el momento. Pero no siempre se retrocedera. 

-Por otra parte, aunque quisiera retroceder, ya no podria. Porque ha desencadenado tal potencial en el mundo, que si su pueblo notase que 
vacilaba o tan solo que se estabilizaba, la reacci6én seria tan brutal, que lo devoraria, como absorve el océno una brizna de paja. Esa fué, 
ayer, toda la historia de Hitler y de Mussolini. Ya no estaban a la altura de los formidables acontecimientos que habian suscitado. 

Lucifer escucha... escucha... 

Y cuando la Soberbia ha terminado, —jy con qué tono de satisfaccidn!— el resumen de su labor, le dice, lentamente, sopesando bien sus 
palabras: 

-Te felicito por haber manipulado con tanta inteligencia las palancas del mundo... 

-Si; tienes razon. 

.Deja a los angelitos la batalla de las vanidades y las chismografias femeninas. 

.TU has nacido para mas altas empresas. 

.Gracias a nosotros, el mundo actual esta en efervescencia por todas partes. 

-Continua actuando sobre los jefes, sobre los que tienen, o creen tener en sus manos los destinos de los pueblos. 

.Lanzalos, con toda tus fuerza, por las pendientes peligrosas, las que conducen a las catastrofes. 

.Las multitudes los seguiran, como los corderos siguen a los que los conducen al matadero. Y no te detenga ningun escrupulo. 

..Soberbia, te felicito. Bien mereces que yo y el Infierno te estemos agradecidos. 

Liicifer le tiende entonces su tosca mano. 
Y con fria resolucion, estrecha la de la Soberbia, exclamando: 
—jEsta vez, el porvenir es nuestro! 
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Capitulo X 
LA AVARICIA 


Tras la Soberbia, la Avaricia se adelanta. También ella, disgustada, murmura: 

—Como mi hermana la Soberbia, yo tampoco esperaba que se me llamase tan pronto... 

-Yo hago lo que juzgo que debo de hacer. Y te repito lo que le he dicho a la Soberbia: tengo hambre y sed de saber como se desarrolla la 
batalla desde el comienzo de la ofensiva. Debes comprenderlo. 

—Sin duda. Pero joh, Lucifer!, eso es como si preguntases al labrador que arroja su grano en el campo, a manos llenas, cuantas espigas 
cosechara después. Eso depende de tantas cosas... Yo siembro a manos llenas la pasidn por el dinero, como me lo has ordenado. Esa pasion arraiga 
en todas partes. Tengo buenas esperanzas en la mies que pronto brotara. He comprobado, por ejemplo, que cierto numero de personas han realizado, 
en este ultimo tiempo, beneficios fantasticos. Antanho, una familia necesitaba toda una vida para constuir una fortuna honrada y modesta. Hoy, al 
cabo de unos tres anos o cuatro anos, la gente se retira ya sea para comprar un fondo mas importante, o para disfrutar tranquilamente de una 
comoda y dorada existencia. 

...-Puedo citar nombres en apoyo de lo que digo. 

...la aristocracia ha terminado, la burgesia, ya no es mas que un recuerdo; y trabaja. Lo que sube, lo que esta en lo alto, lo que disfruta de 
toda preponderancia, es el mundo de los negocios, el mundo del dinero. 

...jDinero!... jLla mayor cantidad posible!... Tal es la consigna universal. Y no se tiene el pudor de ocultarla. Por todas partes se lee en 
los anuncios de la prensa. "sQue se necesita para ser dichosos? Un poco de oro..." 

...Cuando llegais a un hotel, el gerente os valora a vosotros, a vuestra familia, vuestro equipaje, vuestro coche. Se calcula de antemano el 
dinero que representais y lo que podra sacarse de vosotros. 

Lucifer levanta la cabeza: 

—Todo eso carece de novedad. El Dinero ha sido siempre el Sésamo, dabrete... 

—-Si, Lucifer. Pero hoy esa avidez de dinero esta exasperada por la campana que realizo y mi constante presiodn sobre el animo de los hombres. 
Yo los sugestiono... 

—iPuedes ensenarme algunos hechos caracteristicos, muy recientes? 

—iHechos, oh, Lucifer?... j;A montones! Te puedo citar tantos como quieras. 

—Dime uno que conforte mi esperanza en la degradacion de la humanidad. 

—He aqui uno que data de ayer mismo. Salia de un gran hotel un viejo oficial, cubierto de cicatrices y de condecoraciones. Habia llegado a una 
ciudad de provincias, a causa del fallecimiento de un companero, y ocupaba una pequenisima habitacion abuhardillada, bajo los tejados. Ha salido 
de aquel hotel entre las manos extendidas de los criados, avidos de propinas. 

..-El desdichado ha dado lo que ha podido, jno mucho! Y se ha marchado en medio de un silencio glacial, a pie, arrastrando su maleta; y ha 
tomado un asiento de tercera en el tren, sin haber comido. 

—j;Bah! Yo no veo en eso nada de extraordinario. 

— Mucha prisa tienes, joh, Lucifer! Espera un poco; he aqui el contraste. 

Aquella misma noche, una actriz, de la mas escandalosa reputacidén, abandona el mismo hotel, después de algunas representaciones de subido 
color en el teatro de la ciudad. Los criados estan a la puerta, formando fila; pero, esta vez, con semblante risueno. Porque tienen las manos 
llenas de billetes. Y cuando la actriz sube a su coche —pues tiene un coche magnifico—, conducido por un acaudalado amigo, el gerente del hotel, 
en nombre de toda la servidumbre, le ofrece un soberbio ramo, muchas de cuyas flores eran blancas. 

...Ocioso es decir que era yo quien desde lo Invisible habia inspirado esta poética idea al gerente del hotel. 

—Eso no es precisamente lo que deseo. Quisiera que me citases algo que no sea expresion del poder del dinero respecto al placer. Eso no es 
cosa nueva, y no es avaricia. lo que me interesa es la avaricia pura, el dinero por el dinero... el oro por el oro... 

—jPues bien, Lucifer! Vas a ser servido, porque puedo contarte la historia auténtica de un viejo que hoy debe de estar ya en tus dominios. 
Porque anteayer murid, dejando una fortuna enorme, acumulada dia tras dia. 

..-Hasta fallecid6 casi de privaciones y de hambre. No vivia hoy para tener con qué vivir mas adelante... Me permito subrayar ante ti, joh, 
Lucifer!, que la avaricia de este hombre es obra mia, y hay que anotarla en mi haber. Todas las noches contaba y recontaba su fortuna. Yo le 
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impulsaba a comprar oro, porque el papel no es nunca mas que papel; y varias veces en la historia ha producido lamentables bancarrotas. En tanto 
que el oro ha parado siempre el golpe, sin infidelidad ninguna frente a los que han tenido el acierto de creer en su poder indefectible. 

...Le he aconsejado que acumulase las precauciones, que pusiera sus tesoros en muchos rincones, que ocultase ciudadosamente a todo el mundo lo 
que poseia. De modo que vestia mal, con trajes remendados, con piezas. Se alimentaba miserablemente. Tenia escondrijos en todas partes, detras 
de los cuadros, bajo el pavimento, en el calzado viejo, dentro de botellas escondidas bajo montones de carbon. 

...10do lo anotaba con signos jeroglificos para no traicionarse, y sobre todo, para no olvidarlo. 

...Mas, a pesar de todo, lo olvidaba. 

Perdia el tiempo quien viniera a hablarle de obras piadosas, de fondos para el Culto, de construcci6én de iglesias, de colonias de vacaciones. 

Eso era, para 61, absolutamente chino. Tenia un modo muy particular y enérgico de poner en la puerta a toda buena Hermana que se presentase a 
pedir. Por lo demas, unas a otras se lo decian. Y ninguna monja se arriesgaba dos veces. 

Yo le habia sugerido una divisa pintoresca, oida de labios de un viejo labrador. Le repetia sin cesar porque, para él, era la misma evidencia: 
Si yo no pienso en mi, ¢gquién pensara...? Esa verdad de la experiencia ha presidido toda su vida. 

—En fin, gha muerto ya? —pregunta Lucifer-, impaciente. 

—Muerto, y mas que muerto. Anteayer por la manana le encontraron helado en su lecho, habia muerto varios dias antes. Pero vivia ferozmente 
solo, nadie se ha inquietado por él. 

—Entonces, ¢debe de estar en mis dominios? 

-—Ya te lo he dicho. Es seguro. Porque nadie habra pensado ni por un momento en llamar a un sacerdote. 

—iLo enterraron cristianamente? Estoy acostumbrado a esos sarcasmos. 

-Si. 

—Gratuitamente. 

-No del todo. Figurate, joh, Lucifer!, que su anciana portera, devota a machamartillo, no ha querido, como decia ella, dejar que se el 
enterrara como a un perro. 

—iPor qué se entromete en eso la buena mujer? 

—jOh!, no tengas recelo: su alma no podra dejar de perderse. iQué podia hacer el agua bendita sobre el cadaver de un viejo empedernido? 

—Nadie sabe nunca lo que puede pasar. Desconfio de todo. ¢Y ha dejado mucho dinero? 

—Millones que acaso no se hallaran sino después de varios siglos, tan escondidos estan... No obstante, tenia bajo su almohad6én un bolsillito 
de cuero repleto de luises de oro... Dormia con ellos acariciadndolos amorosamente, como si fueran sus Unicos amigos, los Unicos en que 
verdaderamente podia confiar. 

...Detalle pintoresco: un enterrador fué quien encontroé el bolsillito al tirar de la vieja sabana con que habian de amortajarle. Naturalmente, 
no ha dicho nada. Y todo se lo ha guardado para él. 

—jMuy bien! 

—Pero a la vuelta del cementerio, ha ido a la taberna para celebrar el hallazgo. Y se ha emborrachado de tal modo que ha sido preciso meterle 
en un taxi para llevarle a su casa. 

...Y cuando se ha despertado, ya no ha encontrado nada. 

Uno de sus camaradas, habil y sagaz, le habia arrebatado el "gato". 

—jMagnifico! —exclamé Lucifer—. Avaricia, has logrado hacerme reir. 

—Podria seguir contandote hasta manana historias como esa. 

—Esa basta. Prosigue inculcando en los cerebros la divisa de tu avaro. Es breve, nerviosa, expresa bien lo que hay que decir a esos hombres 
para sacarles el corazon... 

..-Mas lo que espero de ti, sobre todo, es la creacién de una mentalidad social en la que, cada vez mas, el dinero lo sea todo. Con tal objeto, 
actua en las altas esferas y en la prensa. 

...Tus hechos menudos son entretenidos, regocijantes, pero no son mas que eso: menudencias, incidentes para periddicos populares. 

Procura alimentar una ambicion mas general... 


Pudre las cabezas... Lo demas vendra por si solo. 

éComprendes? 

Las cabezas... Las clases acaudaladas... Ciérrales el corazon... 

-Si, Lucifer. Lo procuraré. Ya te he comprendido... Pudrir las cabezas... 
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—LLama ahora al angel de servicio, y dile que introduzca a la Lujuria. Creo que también ella tiene cosas interesantes que contarme. 


Capitulo XVII 
LA LUJURIA 


Pero la Lujuria llega ya. 

Es ocioso llamarla. 

Se presenta espontaneamente, autoritaria, provocativa, segura de su insinuante, violenta y vertiginosa osadia. 

Hermosa mujer, por lo demas. Vestida, o mas exactamente, desnuda, a la griega, como Briséis. Maquillada con exceso. Con brazaletes en las 
munecas y en los pies. perfumada, con un perfume peculiar, persistente y penetrante. 

Avanza hacia Lucifer, y parece, aun él, como hipnotizado. 

En torno a ella, los diablillos retozan y bufan de placer y admiraci6n. "jQué perfumada viene!... 

—iConseguiste ya buena caza?, interroga Satanas. 

—Yo siempre cazo bien, y piezas de toda especie y condicién. tengo al mozalbete, a la modistilla, a los principes y emperadores. Pero este ano 
la caza humana es de excepcional abundancia. De modo que habiendo sabido que estabas inquieto, he abandonado la tierra por unos instantes para 
venir a infundirte plena tranquilidad. 

—iDd6nde trabajas ahora en la tierra? 

—jQué preguntas me haces, oh, Lucifer! Trabajo en todas partes, porque en todas partes se me ofrecen las presas a mi alcance. Sin embargo, 
debo reconocer que en este momento son las playas las que me ayudan en mi trabajo. Estoy alli como en mi casa propia. Maniobro a mis anchas; la 
gente acude a mi, y me hace toda la propaganda posible. 

—Explicame un poco el mecanismo del asunto. 

—Vas a comprenderlo inmediatamente. Esta tan claro como dos y dos son cuatro. Antes, yo trabajaba a la orilla de la mar, pero sin resultado 


apreciable. Existia un decoroso indumento que me cerraba el paso... Hoy, aun las mas recatadas, no se atreverian a ponerse los antiguos trajes. 
—jPerfectamente!... 
—He conseguido eliminar por completo el traje antiguo... algo el de los hombres, pero sobre todo el de las mujeres y el de las jdvenes. Hoy, 
reina casi el desnudismo. Verdaderamente, no veo lo que ya podrian ellas suprimir de la mermada tela de su pseudo-vestido. 
—jMuy bien! jMuy bien!... —murmura Lucifer-. 
—jYa te imaginaras lo restante!... Se banan juntos, se secan juntos, se tienden juntos sobre la arena, o mejor, bajo la tienda. 
—jPerfectamente! -repite Lucifer. 
—Pero mi caceria continua después del bano. La ciudad hace muy bien las cosas. Hay casino, orquesta, juego, "cine"... fiestas nocturnas. He 


sugerido la idea de traer de Paris a algunas artistas muy vaporosas, para avivar el fuego ya encendido. Todo marcha, pues, satisfactoriamente. Y 
bien puede decirse sobre ese particular que hay falta de brazos para recolectar la mies. Habra que enviarme a varios angeles bien 
experimentados. 

-—iY el cura del pais deja las cosas asi? 

—Es timido, viejo, sin animos para enfrentarse con la marea ascendente. Instigado por algunas venerables damas, cuyo pasado no esta quiza 
exento de historia, ese cura se ha lanzado al contrataque, pero con agua bendita, o con agua de rosas. Ha podido registrar algun éxito, sin 
embargo, pues mis tropas habian ido, verdaderamente, un poco lejos... 

—iQué me quieres decir? Estoy avido de conocer detalles... 

—Figurate, Lucifer, que a fin de no volver a subir al hotel para vestirse, algunas jévenes y sus respetables madres habian ideado el acudir a 
misa en trajes de bano. 

—jDe mas en mejor! —exclama Lucifer-. 

-No; porque el clero ha protestado entonces; y los feligreses les han cerrado el paso. En esto, lo mejor hubiera sido lo contrario de lo que 
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esta bien, si me atrevo a expresarme asi. Pero tal exceso me habia irritado y he querido conseguir el desquite. 

—Siento curiosidad por saber como. 

—Espera un poco. Para dar mas realce a las regatas, habia yo sugerido al presidente de la comisidn de festejos que pidiese al Ministerio que 
viniera un torpedero. Ha venido, en efecto, Y toda la playa le ha dispensado un recibimiento excepcional. Los marineros obtuvieron permiso para 
saltar a tierra, por equipos. 

—Me figuro que esos buenos mozos no se aburririan... 

—iOh, ciertamente no!... Esas seforitas trabajan, trabajan... Una de ellas, de gran temperamento, habia puesto mano de tal modo en un pequeno 
contramaestre, guapo muchacho, que el infeliz tomd la determinacion de desertar. 

...7Y lo hubiera hecho!... 

...Desgraciadamente, sus camaradas han organizado la contraofensiva. Lo han agarrado, atandolo como un embutido, y lo han arrojado sobre un 
you-you, que lo devolvio al torpedero. 

—jQué equivocacion! —rugid Lucifer-. 

—Si hubiese visto la cara de la mujer de cuyas garras acababan de arrancar la presa... Yo estaba dentro de ella para excitar atin mas su furor. 
Pegada a la estacada, rabiosa y despreciativa, parecia como si fuera a escupir a los marinos. He creido, por un momento, que se arrojaria al 
agua. Pero se ha serenado, y ha vuelto a la isla para emprender otras hazanas. 

—Es interesante lo que me dices. Porque la juventud es el porvenir. 

Al oir esto la Lujuria se exalta: 

—jCuanta razd6n tienes! La juventud es el porvenir, es el terreno facil sobre el cual tanto me agrada laborar. Todas las noches conduzco a un 
pequeno grupo a Montmartre. 

Lucifer alza la cabeza: 

—iA Montmartre? Ten cuidado. Alli hay un vecino peligroso. 


—jOh, tranquilizate! Los conduzco a los cabarets... y a los de Montparnasse, y a otros mas escondidos aun. Primero, van alli juntos; luego, a 
escondidas... Algunos hay que vuelven solos. De modo que estoy tranquila. A esos tengo la seguridad de dominarlos. 

..-Hasta puedo anadir que los mas jovenes entran también en mi circulo de trabajo. 

—Explicate... 


—Ayer, por ejemplo, en una familia "bien", por decirlo asi, he sugerido a los padres, mediante un periddico, la idea de ir a ver una pelicula, 
inspirada por mi, de la que se ha hablado mucho en el mundo y de una dureza tal que a ti mismo te escandalizaria... 

Lucifer sonri6 entonces, dejando al descubierto sus dientes amarillos. 

—iFueron alli? —pregunto-. 

—Pues si; alli fueron. jPero eso no es todo! Sus cuatro hijos confiados a la guarda de la cocinera, han explorado el cuarto y encontrado, 
abierta por descuido, una biblioteca en la que el padre habia ocultado recuerdos de una juventud tempestuosa... Y durante mas de una hora han 
saboreado textos e ilustraciones; todo lo que puedes suponer. Habia alli dos muchachos y dos chiquillas. Se han manchado la memoria para toda su 
vida. Jamas olvidaran lo que sus ojos han leido y visto durante aquella hora de infierno. 

..-Acto seguido, han vuelto a colocar todo muy bien en sus sitio. Y cuando los padres han vuelto hacia las seis de la tarde, encontraron a 
todos, muy aplicados, haciendo sus deberes de vacaciones. 

—iHan sido buenos los ninos? —pregunta la madre a la cocinera-. 

—Tan buenos que ni siquiera los he oido -responde aquella mujer-, que también se habia aprovechado de la ausencia de su senor, muy perverso, a 
quien, tiempo atras, habia yo puesto en su camino. 

Y la madre encantada, obsequid con pasteles a toda la banda; y tampoco fué olvidada la cocinera. 

...Ya ves, Lucifer, que no pierdo el tiempo. Podria continuar... continuar... 

—Te felicito por ocuparte de la juventud. Pero no te olvides de las clases altas. Los intelectuales, sobre todo, me interesan. No ceso de 
decirselo a tus hermanas. sComprendes la razon? 

-—jYa lo creo que la comprendo! 

—-No comprendes tanto como yo el mal inmenso que puede hacer una mujer, astuta y perversa, cuando se incrusta en un circulo de gente 
seleccionada. Es como el gusano en el hermoso fruto. jCuantos hombres de valia han destruido su porvenir, y causado al prdjimo un mal 
irreparable a causa de una mujer! Acuérdate, joh, Lujuria!, de la guerra de Troya, de Enrique VIII, de Lutero, y hasta de Roberto el Piadoso... 

...La primera mujer ha perdido al género humano. Cristo ha tratado de salvarlo. Procura encontrar a otra mujer que lo pierda con otra 
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manzana... 

—Se procurara. 

—Esa mujer, joh, Lujuria!, existe. Pero esta en la sombra, y en ella debe permanecer. El gusano no deja que otros le vean. Se contenta con 
roer el fruto, y pudrirlo. Te repito que es la clase elevada la que principalmente me interesa. 

...Cuando se posee al pastor, se posee el rebano. 

...Cuando se apodera uno de la mujer, se apodera también del hombre. Bien lo saben todos los que piensan. Por eso es por lo que, en el dia que 
sigue a las grandes catastrofes, el historiador dice: Buscad a la mujer. 

Satanas se abisma entonces en sus recuerdos... 

Piensa en el lejano pasado con evidente complacencia. 

—j;Cdémo he dispuesto de la mujer desde el comienzo del mundo! Aquel fué mi mas hermoso golpe maestro. Segun el Apocalipsis, parece ser que en 
la batalla suprema, tendré aun ante mi a una mujer, juna mujer excepcional!... jLa espero! 

Me aduené de la primera. espero aduenarme también de la ultima. 

Y ante esa evocacion del triunfal porvenir, Lucifer lanz6 una carcajada estridente que hizo temblar al Infierno. 


Capitulo XVIII 
LA ENVIDIA 


Con la misma espontaneidad que la Lujuria, aunque inferior en cuanto a la belleza, la Envidia llega, lanzando miradas recelosas a derecha e 
izquierda, con un hosco pliegue en la comisura de sus labios secos. 

Inmediatamente, y con locuacidad, toma la palabra. Se advierte que tiene algo urgente y malo que decir, un relato que va a colocarla muy alto 
en el animo de su amo, y promovera una lisonjera ola de celos por parte de sus amados colegas del Infierno. 

—iQué tienes que contarme? —dice Satanas—. Ya me regocijo de antemano... 

—Una cosa fuerte y magnifica, joh, Lucifer! Animada, fortalecida con las palabras que tuviste que dirigirme el otro dia, he tratado de 
mostrame digna de las esperanzas que en mi pusiste. Y me resolvi a traerte una pieza digna de ti, una pieza de caza digna de un rey. 

—iDe qué se trata? —Interroga Lucifer-, escuchando con gran atencion. 

—Como la Soberbia, tampoco yo te hablo de los platos corrientes, de las menudencias que a diario acumulo. Los grandes jefes no se ocupan de 
las cosas pequenas. Las ciudades, las aldeas, sobre todo, las fabricas, las administraciones, las familias y todo lo demas hierven de envidias y 
celo. Todo eso crece en el espiritu de los mortales como la grama en los caminos. 

...-Cada cual... si, cada cual... con su hueso entre los dientes, pasa el tiempo acechando el hueso que roe su vecino. De todas esas 
incidencias del montdén, ni siquiera pretendo hacer un resumen ante tu majestad. 

—Espero el bocado selecto y exquisito. 

—Entre las raras familias, verdaderamente dichosas, que he encontrado sobre la tierra, he tropezado con una que era mas que feliz; era la 
felicidad misma, el paraiso de antano. 

—El padre, honrado y respetable, director de una importante administracioén... la esposa, encantadora, espiritual, madre de unas adorables 
jovencitas, tenia a veces tiempo, a pesar de los pesados quehaceres domésticos, para ayudar al marido, que la adoraba. Todos, cristianos, 
piadosos. Iban a misa en familia. Oraban reunidos. Pertenecian a todas las obras parroquiales. En suma: el matrimonio ideal, al que tu mismo 
hubieras dirigido la punteria particularmente. 

—iEs esa la pieza digan de un rey? 

—Precisamente. He pensado que si yo te trajera a toda esa familia, como el perro de caza trae a su amo la presa que ha encontrado, quedarias 
Satisfecho de mi. Esa presa te la traigo hoy. He conseguido, joh, no sin trabajo, hacer de esa familia ideal una sucursal del infierno! 

—iPor qué medios? 

—Cada cual trabaja con sus propios utiles. Y reflexioné acerca del medio de que me valdria yo, encarnacioén de la envidia y los celos, para 
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dividir a esa familia, donde no reinaba otra cosa que el amor, y destruirla. 

—En verdad, habia ahi con qué tentar a una gran dama como tu. 

—Me las he arreglado muy habilmente. He sugerido al marido, que es la misma bondad, que seria muy buena cosa el determinarse a introducir a su 
hermana en la casa, para ayudar a su mujer, fatigada por los quehaceres del hogar y el cuidado de los hijos. Y, ademas, la presencia de su 
hermana permitiria a la esposa colaborar mas intensamente en el trabajo que todas las tardes traia él de la oficina a su casa. 

-Si; creo que la tactica era habil. 

-Y tanto mas cuanto que yo conocia muy bien a la hermana, por haberme servido ya de ella. Hasta la tenia como de reserva para casos 
especiales. Ella lo poseia todo para alcanzar mi objetivo: inteligencia, celos, espiritu autoritario, lengua de vivora. Bajo una mascara de 
aparente dulzura, ocultaba un poder de divisién formidable. 

..-Al principio, estuve a punto de fracasar. Las mujeres tienen antenas, y es preciso no olvidarlo. La esposa presentia la malignidad de su 
cunada. Amontondé objeciones sobre objeciones. Pero yo estaba alli para apoyar la pretension del marido, a quien ella amaba. Y por no 
contrariarle, por no causarle disgusto, acabdé por ceder, para desgracia suya. 

—jBravo! -—exclamé Lucifer—; adivino lo demas. 

—La cunmada se instala, pues, en una habitaciodn del piso, una habitaci6n estratégica. 

..-Al principio, todo va bien, muy bien... 

—Desde luego, eso es lo que ocurre siempre —observa Lucifer-. 

—Si; pero poco a poco surgen motivos de discusidn a propdsito de cualquier cosa, venga o no a cuento. La cufnada critica el régimen alimenticio 
del marido, cuyo estd6mago hay que vigilar. Critica el método que la esposa sigue para educar a sus hijas. La esposa es retrdgada, demasiado 
blanda. No conoce los métodos nuevos. 

..-ESto lo dice en la mesa. Pero sobre todo a espaldas de la esposa, cuando esta sola con su hermano. Arrecia entonces en sus criticas, en 
beneficio —dice ella— de su hermano, a quien ama de un modo inteligente. El marido defiende a su mujer. Pero carece de fortaleza para zafarse de 
la influencia de su hermana, que esta bajo mi propia influencia. 

...A tropezones, le sugiero frases mordaces: "TU amas a tu esposa, de acuerdo, es tu derecho y tu deber, y no seré yo quien pretenda romper 
esa union. Pero precisamente porque la amas, estas ciego respecto de ella. Eso es fatal. Porque el amor crea belleza en lo que se ama y verdad 
en lo que se cree. 

...-Pero yo no estoy enamorada, yo veo claro, y considero que mi deber es decirte que en tu matrimonio hay muchas cosas que deben modificarse. 
Ganas mucho dinero, pero ella gasta mas aun. jY si tu supieras en qué!... Y, luego, las nifnas. Las estas educando en contra del "sentido comutn". 

La esposa presiente, adivina esas criticas secretas. Su marido sigue siempre muy carinoso, sin duda alguna. Pero a veces tiene reticencias que 
ella nunca ha oido de sus labios desde el principio de su matrimonio. 

...Y todo aquello va agravandose. El marido, buena persona, desea la paz, y quiere reconciliar a las inconciliables, es decir, resolver la 
cuadratura del circulo, hacer que se entiendan dos mujeres que se detestan. jPobre hombre! Pone todos los medios. Cerca de una, trata de 
defender la causa de la otra. 

...jlrabajo perdido! 

..-Renuncia a ello, aunque sin admitir que un hombre, inteligente como él, con graves responsabilidades sobre sus espaldas, pueda estar a 
merced de esas querellas entre mujeres. 

Después de haber reflexionado bien, cree haber hallado la solucié6n. Y toma el partido de refugiarse en el silencio. 

Pero entonces otro sufrimiento le atenaza. 

jOh!, aquellas comidas, que deberian representar un descanso para él le resultan odiosas, aquellas cenas, en que nadie habla, porque cada 
palabra seria un explosivo que prenderia fuego a todas las pdlvoras. 

...-El desdichado necesita, sin embargo, de su tranquilidad, de su cerebro, para hacer frente a sus negocios y ganar el pan para su familia. 
Pero nadie piensa en tal necesidad, ni su hermana egoista, rencorosa, irrefrenable, ni siquiera su mujer, demasiado dolorida ya para callarse, y 
cuyo caracter se agria ahora cada dia. 

—iA quien contaria yo todo esto que me ahoga, que me crucifica, si no te lo contase a ti? 

La hermana dice otro tanto a su hermano: 

—Tu eres quien me hiciste venir aqui. Yo estaba tranquila donde estaba. De modo que eres tu el responsable de la guerra a cuchillo que me hace 
tu mujer... jDefiéndeme! 

...Fatigado, resignado, a pesar de su resoluciodn de silencio e indiferencia, sigue escuchando las miserables quejas de la una y de la otra. 
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Tan pronto le designan impetudsamente como arbitro. Cada una le censura su debilidad, su falta de voluntad, pretende que ya no es mas que una 
cana, una endeble brizna. Y cada cual le reprocha que su rival le lleva por donde quiere como un zarandillo, trincado por la nariz. 

Y, enfurecidas, hacen ante él el ademan adecuado a la insolente frase. 

Terminado el dia, ni siquiera tiene el marido el reparador reposo que el sueno proporciona. Por la noche, su esposa, saturada de 
resentimientos, llora, solloza en su lecho, donde a veces le atacan crisis nerviosas. 

Y por la manana, apenas se levanta, el marido oye cémo vuelven a dar comienzo las mismas letanias de quejas y rabietas. 

Examina todas las posibles soluciones. Y, por todas partes, se encuentra acorralado. 

éHacer que se marche su hermana, a quien hizo venir de provincias? j;Qué tempestad en su casa y entre sus parientes! 

éEnviar a su mujer a sosegarse entre los suyos? En primer lugar, se opondra. Y luego, gqué hacer con las hijas, que presencian todas las 
escenas, y ya toman posiciones, a veces aun en favor de su tia, que secretamente las colma de mimos? 

Por consiguiente, no hay nada que hacer. 

La guerra ha arraigado alli, fatal, implacable, total, la guerra de todos los dias, de todas las noches, y con motivo de cualquier futesa. 

..-Y yo, desde la sombra, joh, Lucifer!, no cesaba de arrojar aceite, petrdleo sobre todos los incendios. Hacia que las hijas, los vecinos, 
las vecinas, los comerciantes, repitiesen, agravandolas, las quejas de la una y de la otra. 

..-Como te decia, joh, Lucifer!, el paraiso de amor se ha convertido en un infierno de odio, donde dos mujeres, enfrentadas encarnizadamente, 
no tienen mas que un solo deseo: el de insultarse, herirse, exterminarse. 

...Entonces sucedid6 lo que yo ya habia previsto y deseado tanto. Un dia en que el pobre marido, exasperado, agotados sus nervios, no pudiendo 
ya resistir mas, en un momento de locura, impulsado por mi, se arrojo por la ventana, a la mitad de la comida, desde el tercer piso. 

—iSe matd? —Exclama alegremente Lucifer-. 

-No del todo. La ventana no estaba lo bastante alta. 

—jQué lastima! 

-—S6lo se ha roto las dos piernas y algunas costillas. 

-Y entonces sobrevino la escena salvaje, publica, ante los vecinos, que acudian, aterrados, la escena entre las dos mujeres. Una acusaba a la 
otra de haber impulsado al marido a cometer aquel acto de desesperacion. 

..-Y yo agrandé el desastre. 

...La catastrofe resultd6 completa. 

...Después de dos operaciones dolorosas, el marido, neurasténico, convertido en un pingajo humano, se ha visto forzado a presentar su dimisi6on 
al director. Los formidables gastos de la clinica han devorado todo lo que él habia conseguido ahorrar. 

...La madre ha tenido que acogerse a una miserable ocupacion: sacar a pasear a los hijos de uno de los jefes de su marido, dejando abandonados 
a los suyos. 

-—iY la hermana? —Interroga Lucifer-. 

—La hermana. jOh,!, ha salido triunfante. Previendo la catastrofe, habia hecho economias. Y la tengo en reserva para futuras hazanas. 

..-¢Tenia yo razon, joh, Lucifer! al decirte que te traia un bocado exquisito? 

Satanas le tiende los brazos. 

—jVen, oh, Envidia! Quiero darte el abrazo que se da a los buenos servidores. Ahora, vuelve a la tierra, y trata de hacer algo mejor aun. 

Y lanzando una mirada de reto a su congéneres, la Envidia sale de alli, orgullosa y trémula, a la busqueda de nuevas victimas. 


Capitulo XIX 
LA GULA 


Con su grandes ojos en el rostro gelatinoso, surcado de lineas rojas, relamiéndose, con labios que parecian soborear restos de alguna golosina 
que se le hubiera quedado entre los dientes, la Gula entra. 
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Ella también, como la Lujuria, viene acompanada de angelitos bulliciosos, al acecho de las golosinas que la gran dama les arroja al pasar. 

Lucifer la recibe sonriente: 

-Y tu, gestas satisfecha de los comienzos de de la jornada? 

—En primer lugar, yo, Lucifer, poseo un buen estdémago y, por consiguiente, un buen caracter. Y no trato sino con gente que tenga el mismo 
ideal que yo, cuyos rezos matinales y vespertinos sean como éste: "Vientrecito mio, regocijate, todo lo que yo gane sera para ti". 

Lucifer protesta. 

—Eso es un plagio. El apdstol Pablo lo ha dicho, y de un modo bastante mas enérgico, antes que tu. 

—Ese Pablo lo dijo en otro tiempo. Pero yo lo estoy viendo todos los dias. Trabajo en todas las clases sociales, pueblo, burguesia, 
aristocracia. En todas partes descubro la pasidn por la mesa, el vino, el alcohol. jOh!, en diferente grado, sin duda, y bajo diversas facetas. 

...-Pero el aperitivo, que es universal, derriba bastantes impedimentos y prejuicios sociales. 

Ahorrate tus consideraciones filosdficas. Para mi, sdlo existen los hechos interesantes y recientes. 

—Entonces, Lucifer, prepara una hoja bien grande, porque tengo muchisimos hechos que presentar ante ti. 

-No olvides que hay quien esta esperando a la puerta. Dos o tres hechos me bastan. Pero que sean caracteristicos. 

—Pues bien, has de saber, en primer término, que he decuplicado el numero de tabernas, bares y cabarets. Los hay actualmente en todas partes, 
con clientela fiel y entusiastica. 

—Eso empieza a agradarme. 

-No hablo tan sdlo de los suburbios de las grandes cuidades, y de los barrios famosos como Montmartre y Montparnasse. Extiendo mis tentaculos 
hasta las aldeas mas pequenas. Te podria citar una determinada comarca, considerada con odio por personas que, como suele decirse, piensan bien. 
El cura era un cura celoso, promotor de obras benéficas. Todo el mundo iba a misa, seguia las procesions entonando canticos. 

..-He instalado alli, encubiertamente, una venta con un individuo a la altura de las circustancias, y las botellas precisas. Poco a poco, los 
hombres, los labradores, han adquirido la constumbre de acudir alli. Después, los hijos han seguido el ejemplo de los padres, dos o tres veces 
al dia. Y te aseguro, joh, Lucifer!, que alli no se vende agua bendita, ni aguachirle, sino ajenjo auténtico y aperitivos famosos. Ahora, tengo 
calificados e inveterados borrachos. En ese cabaret, no sdlo se bebe, sino que se habla de politica y de religion. El cura, antes amparado y 
venerado, esta alli en la picota. Es la cabeza de turco de todo el mundo. Figutrate: jha estado a punto de llegar a las manos! E1 carcunda no 
queria dejarse guiar, y nos ha plantado un proyecto formidable. 

—iCual? 

—jNo lo adivinarias nunca! Ese desgraciado cura ha concebido la idea de poner al frente de aquel cabaret a un feligrés de la Orden Tercera. 
Porque, astuto, como es, sabe que disponiendo del cabaret, dispone del pais. 

—jAh, diablo! jNo era tan tonto como parecia! 

-Si, Por ejemplo, en cierta comarca es un capuchino quien tiene a su cargo el cabaret. Y por la tarde, cuando tocan el Angelus, el capuchino 
da un gran golpe con su jarro de cerveza. Entonces, todos se levantan y cantan el Angelus. Es formidable, inverosimil en pleno siglo XX. Pero es 
asi. 

—Supongo que habras hecho una seria oposicion. 

jMuy seria! Te aseguro que he sudado lo mio. jEl mozo mandaba alli a su placer! Pero, indirectamente, he conseguido dominar el cabaret, 
gracias al diputado. 

—iY hoy? 

—Reina tranquilidad. Pero yo vigilo el asunto. Y todo va muy bien. Te regocijaria el ver a mis borrachos, el domingo por la tarde, en el 
camino, arrimandose los unos a los otros, para no caer, y vociferando canciones idiotas. ;j;El contraste es verdaderamente curioso! El sol se 
pone, entre oro y purpuro; los pajaros cantan en el borde de sus nidos, las flores exhalan sus postreros perfumes, la naturaleza se duerme, en 
hermoso y magnifico sosiego. «Donde esta el hombre? 

...¢Donde esta? Pues alli donde yo le he arrojado, en la cuneta, durmiendo la mona con la nariz en el cieno. 

jY esa es mi obra! 

—jBien, muy bien! Exclama Lucifer—. Continua, pero prescinde de la poesia. Me doy cuenta de que todavia viven en ti recuerdos de antano. No te 
has convertido aun en un puro demonio, un demonio completo. Y, ademas, estoy esperando alguna cosa alegre. En la mesa, se dicen entre los 
hombres cosas bastante fuertes. 

—Pues bien, voy a contarte una que te divertira. Yo habia cazado a un interesante tabernero que iba a morir. Yo me decia, de antemano, que 
aquel hombre te pertenecia. Habia robado durante toda su vida, vendiendo vino mixtificado y dejando sin llenar los vasitos servidos a la 
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multitud de sus imbéciles clientes... 

...Con eso y con todo lo demas, la cuenta que iba a rendir estaba pintiparada. Y he aqui que su cocinera, una vieja campesina, viendo que se 
moria, se le metid en la cabeza llamar a un sacerdote. 

—iPor qué se mezcla en esto la buena mujer? 

—El pobre hombre no podia defenderse ya, y su cocinera le inspiraba verdadero pavor. Llega entonces un pequeno vicario de a cuatro cuartos, 
joven, timido, muy piadoso y se pone a decirle toda clase de admoniciones devotas a aquel viejo descreido, que no comprendia absolutamente nada. 

...Emocionado, a pesar de todo, no queria caer en falta con aquel cura. Llama a la criada, y le dice que vaya a buscar una vieja botella a la 
bodega, una de las cubiertas de polvo y telarafnas por los anos. 

..-Ella lo hizo asi, entusiasmada. Y llend un vaso para el pequeno abate. Por un residuo de su costumbre, el moribundo quiso beber, aunque con 
su taza de camomila, pues el medico habia prohibido todo alcohol a aquel veterado amigo de las botellas, que moria de una congestion. 

—Pero, en fin, no veo a dénde quieres ir a parar —exclama Lucifer-, que se impacienta. 

-A ello voy. Al marcharse, ese brib6dn de abate concibid la idea de hacer que el moribundo besase el crucifijo. 

..-Al reclinarse hacia 61, el viejo tabernero, presa de una emocioén repentina, le coge por el cuello y grita, con voz desesperada: "jPensar 
que tengo en la bodega mas de mil botellas como esa, y que voy a fallecer sin habérmelas bebido!..." 

Murid, en efecto, pocas horas después de aquel acto de constriccion perfecta. 

—iMe pertenece, pues? —pregunta Lucifer-. 

—Probablemente. 

—iPor qué probablemente? 

—Porque ese diablo de abate ha pasado por alli. Y con esos curas nunca se sabe... 

Lucifer frunce el entrecejo: 

—Eso no es, en absoluto, un buen trabajo. Debias de haber impedido que el sacerdote acudiese. 

—Pero la cocinera estaba alli. 

—iPero es que una cocinera puede significar algo frente a un verdadero demonio? 

—Pues si, significa. Recuerda que fué una cocinera quien domino a Pedro, el primer Papa. Y, ademas, no te he referido este hecho aislado sino 
con objeto de distraerte. No debes olvidar con ello que mi acci6dn sobre los hombres es eterna. Las tres cuartas partes sdlo viven para comer, 
beber y dormir. Es asombroso el numero de vasos de alcohol absorvidos, noche y dia, en una ciudad como Paris, y a precios exhorbitantes. El 
hombre de pueblo bebe en la taberna. Las personas de la buena sociedad beben en los cafes de lujo; pero también, y muy a menudo, en su propia 
casa. Podria citarte a una persona dignisima, muerta de congestion. Todo el mundo le creia tan sobrio como un camello. Pues bien, después de su 
fallecimiento, encontraron en un armario, del cual 61 sdlo poseia la llave, un batall6n de botellas de alcohol. Bebia todas las noches 
secretamente, antes de acostarse. 


...TOdo eso es obra mia... No reino sdlo sobre los borrachos de los suburbios, sino también sobre las cenas; soy animadora de provechosas 
noches. Al ver a cierto invitado en traje de etiqueta, a cierta hembra con vestido de noche, recuerdo su tension, la congestidn inminente, y me 
digo: "jHe aqui a uno... a una, para mi adorado amo Lucifer!" 


—Lo reconozco. Tu también, tu, sobre todo, eres el demonio de la muerte repentina. Si hubiese de condecorarte, pondria un tenedor entre tus 
armas. 

—Me parece mas indicado una botella, o un vasito. He destrozado tantos hogares, destruido el porvenir de tantas personas, embrutecido tantos 
cerebros con mi alcohol... 

—jContinua, pues!... Fomenta los anuncios de los periddicos. Varia los titulos. Multiplica las formulas que ocultan el veneno tras enormes 
letras. Y derrama, hasta que desborde, la embriaguez que satura los craneos, roe los cuerpos y condena las almas. Ven a abrazarme y vuelve a la 
tierra. j;Y que la humanidad tenga sed, siempre sed, que beba y venga a refrescarse a mi casa, el Infierno! 

La Gula coge entre sus dedos hinchados la vuelta de su falda, hace una reverencia. Y se marcha muy digna, rodeada de los angelitos 
bulliciosos, que gritan sus deseos y su admiracion. 

Pero ella murmura entre dientes: 

-No tengo la impresion de que el Amo me aprecie en mi justo valor. Y, sin embargo, qué haria la Lujuria, si no me tuviera a mi para 
prepararle el terreno? 
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Capitulo XX 
LA IRA 


jla siguiente! grita Lucifer al arcangel de servicio. 

Orden inutil. Porque ya, brutalmente, con los cabellos erizados, brillantes los ojos, la boca espumeante, la Ira ha violentado el acceso. 

Ya estas furiosa -observa Lucifer-. 

-Si; estoy furiosa, jSiempre furiosa!... 

—iY por qué? 

—Por la persistente injusticia que conmigo se comete. Se me llama despues de la Lujuria, despues de la Envidia, despues de esa Gula que no 
terminaba de ponderar sus hazanas. Verdaderamente, diriase que eso son los Unicos demonios que hacen algo. 

—Deja tranquilas a tus hermanas. Los celos entre demonios son un feisimo defecto. Es de ti de quien se trata en este instante. «Qué has hecho 
desde el comienzo de nuestra jornada de ensayo? 

—iQué he hecho? Pues he hecho lo del negro... He seguido haciendo lo que hacia antes. 

—Concreta. 

-Yo soy el angel de la blasfemia, del puno tendido, el angel de las injurias, el angel de las palabras irreparables, el angel del desafio y 
del suicidio, hago que rompan los cristales y que los pedazos se arrojen sobre la cabeza de las personas. 

Lucifer esboza una mueca: 

—jPoca cosa!... 

—jNaturalmente, poca cosa! Tratandose de mi, sea lo que fuere, siempre sera poca cosa... Pero esa poca cosa, hay que hacerla, a pesar de todo. 

—Preferiria que destrozases los hogares, en vez de los vidrios. 

—iLos hogares? No prescindo de eso. Pero conmigo, siempre tienes prisa. Con verme, te basta. No me concedes ni tiempo para hablarte. Sin 
embargo, yo recorro las salas de los hospitales, haciendo que los enfermos trinen contra los enfermeros y contra los médicos... jContra la 
alimentacion y contra todo! Hago que blasfemen, que prorrumpan en expresiones tan sabidas como éstas: "éQué le he hecho yo a Dios para que me 
haga sufrir asi?" Y les suguiero: "gDios? j;Qué tonteria! jNo vale la pena de ensefnarle el puno! Dios no existe..." Entonces sobreviene la 
deseperacion total, los enfermos imploran la aplicacidén de un inyectable, que se los envie a la nada... 

—Es decir, a mis dominios. 

-Si; a tu Infierno, despues del infierno de la tierra. Hay que ver cdémo dan vueltas y mas vueltas en sus lechos, como gusanos partidos. Y yo 
derramo acido sobre todo eso. Subrayo toda la imbecilidad de la vida; y deduzco, para ellos, las consecuencias. Les explico que es un crimen el 
traer hijos al mundo para que vivan tan cruel existencia. 

—jMuy bien! Insiste en eso. 

—Entre los pobres, principalmente, exagero todo eso. Ayer, un marido, un magnifico borracho, por lo demas —puedes contarle esto a la Gula; se 
sentira muy orgullosa de ello-, habia sostenido una tragica discusié6n con su mujer, tan tragica que decidid poner fin a su situaci6én de una vez 
para siempre. 

—iSe suicidid? 

—jOh!, mucho mejor que eso. Ha decidido la separacidén inmediata. Desde lo Invisible, he sacado de aquello el maximo provecho. Le he inspirado 
toda suerte de locuras; y las ha asimilado facilmente. Por lo pronto, decreta que su suegra no tiene derecho a vivir a menos de 200 kildémetros 
de 61; "Consciente, implora su mujer, en que sean 150..." "Yo he dicho 200 y seran 200. j;Si se coloca a menos distancia, no respondo de nada!" 

..-A continuacién, cada cual va tomar la mitad de cada cosa, porque yo estoy, eso si, por la justicia y la igualdad. 

...-Dicho y hecho... 

..-El marido se pone a serrar la mesa en dos mitades, el armario, por la mitad; las sillas, por la mitad cada una; la cama, en dos mitades... 

...Y yo sigo instigando, instigando, para impulsar a ese borracho hasta el grado supremo de la estupidez. Yo habria querido que tambien 
partiese a sus tres hijos por la mitad. 

jAy!, una vecina idiota, atraida por los gritos de la mujer despavorida, solivianta a los demas vecinos. Llaman a los agentes, que conducen, 
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no sin trabajo, al loco furioso hasta una celda del hospital, donde continua aun. Reconoce Lucifer, que he estado a punto de dar un buen 
golpe... 

—-Si, esta bien. No se puede negar que haces algo. Pero te repito lo que ya he dicho a tus hermanas: tu trabajas, principalmente entre el 
pueblo. Quisiera verte entrar en las casas de los hombres de negocios, de los politicos, en las redacciones, sobre todo, para inspirar articulos 
incendiarios. No frecuentas bastante el mundillo de los escritores, de los pensadores de vanguardia. El pueblo no nos interesa a nosotros. Es un 
rebano que seguira siempre a quien le mande. 

—Sin duda. Pero considero dificil y complicada mi actuacién sobre la clase culta. Es un trabajo de largo desarrollo, que exige discusiones 
interminables. Y a mi no me gusta discutir. Prefiero golpear inmediatamente. 

...Soy el angel del minuto, del segundo en que uno mata, o se mata. Si dejo a mi victima tiempo para reflexionar, se me escapa. El pueblo 
obedece a la impresion. El intelectual, a la idea. Es mucho mas dificil volver del revés a un pensador, con la cabeza abajo y los pies en 
alto... 

—jSin duda! —responde Lucifer—. Pero quisiera, por lo menos, ver cémo lo intentas. Y, ademas, es posible. Al parecer, tu crees que la Ira es 
tan solo una explosion de gritos y gesticulaciones precursoras del punetazo. He de recordarte que existen otras clases de ira: la ira fria, la 
ira retardada, mas terribles atin que las otras. Existe el rencor, la venganza implacable, el duelo. 

—El duelo se acab6d. Han echado a perder el oficio. Se ha convertido en una cosa ridicula. 

—Te quedan muchos recursos si eres inteligente. 

-Si, lo sé. Hago cuanto puedo. Asi, para demostrarte que tambien trabajo con las altas esferas, he dirigido la punteria hacia un gran médico 
enfermo, con un cancer en la garganta. 

—Eso es mas interesante para mi que tu embrutecido borracho. 

—Aquel médico, precisamente, era presa de la colera fria, de la rabia silenciosa, oculta. Estaba furioso al ver que tenia que detenerse, que 
abandonar sus experimentos y a sus clientes... y que su mal no tenia remedio... Tampoco estaba satisfecho de sus colegas, que iban a 
aprovecharse de su inactividad para acaparar a sus enfermos. El callaba. Pero todo hervia en su interior. Yo seguia aquel proceso, segura como 
estaba de que algun dia estallaria la tormenta... 

—iY qué mas? 

—Se le aplicaba morfina. Yo le inspiré la idea de aplicarse la inyeccidén con su propia mano. Y como por casualidad le dejé un tubo de cianuro 
a su alcance. Cuando se recrudecian sus ataques, la tentacidn era terrible. Ha resistido largo tiempo, a causa de su mujer y de sus hijos, a los 
que amaba... Y, al fin, una noche, el enfermero, que dormia, no ha contestado al pulsar el timbre. Y como sufria atrozmente, le ha acometido la 
rabia, la desesperacién. Me he aprovechado de ello para impulsarle a utlizar el cianuro. 

-—iY lo ha hecho? 

—Si, despues de haber vacilado durante media hora; pero, al cabo de ese tiempo, he conseguido al fin llevarme el bocado. 

—En esas circustancias —sentencia Lucifer—, te concedo, a pesar de todo, una buena nota por ese cliente. Te la doy porque pertenece a una 
clase selecta. 

La Ira rechina los dientes, y repite asperamente la frase: 

—jAh, "a pesar de todo"! Me arrojas una buena nota, como se arroja un hueso de cordero a un perro... Evidentemente, si yo tuviera la cara 
pintada como la Lujuria o el vientre prominente de la Gula, tendria derecho a otros cumplimientos. 

.jEsas damas tienen suerte! Pueden trabajar a sus anchas y con masa bien blandita... 
-Y se las felicita calurosamente, y se las estrecha la mano, ;Y se las abraza!... 
-En tanto que yo, la pariente pobre, tengo que esperar, que contentarme con migajas. jY sin embargo, mi trabajo es cien veces mas dificil! 
-Si en lugar de un gran medico, te hubiera traido un sabroso bocado, por muy Lucifer que seas te habrias mostrado mas amable. 
.jAh, rayos y centellas!... 
Si se anhela justicia, no es en el Infierno donde hay que buscarla!... 

Satandas sonrie: 

—Es en verdad una desgracia que no tenga un espejo a mi alcance. Te espantarias de ver lo fea que te pones cuando montas en colera. 

—iY tu...? ¢Tal vez te crees hermoso, con tus dientes amarillentos, tu nariz corva, tus ojos redondos, como balas de loteria, y tu piel de 
macho cabrio...? 

Y la Ira se marcha de alli, furiosa, cerrando a golpazos las puertas, atropellando al arcangel de servicio, y atravesando, como un proyectil, 
el grupo de los pequenos demonios, que encogen las nalgas, aterrados... 
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Capitulo XXI 
LA PEREZA 


El arcangel de servicio llama al séptimo miembro del estado mayor: la Pereza. 

Le llama una vez... dos veces. Nadie responde. A la tercera vez, grita, con voz silbante: 

—Pereza-, Lucifer te espera... 

Como nadie responde, el arcangel entra en la inmensa sala de espera, donde pululan, apretandose unos contra otros, . El arcangel encuentra al 


fin aa Pereza, dormida y roncando, con la boca abierta, arrellanada en un sillon... j£1 mejor de todos, naturalmente! 
El arcangel la sacude con energia para despertarla. 
—jPerdén! jDispénsame!... Es que el Amo te llama. 
—iAl fin y al cabo...? ¢Se decide?... jPues se ha tomado tiempo! Y me llama la ultima, cuando yo debia ser la primera, porque la Pereza es la 


madre de todos los vicios. Pero me estoy convenciendo, como la Ira, que aun en el Infierno no se recompensa la virtud. 

El arcangel, prudente, responde: 

—Yo no puedo hacer nada en es asunto. Todas tus quejas a Lucifer. 

—Para el caso que me hace... Oye: tu, que eres joven, ayudame a levantarte de este sill6é6n, donde estoy incrustada desde hace horas. 

El arcangel, entonces, se apuntala, y con un movimiento enérgético, ayudado por pequenos subdemonios de buena voluntad, pone en pie a la 
pesada Pereza. 

Los pies de esta dama tiene bastante carga que soportar. Porque la Pereza esta siempre cansada, abrumada, fatigosa, como derrumbada sobre ella 
misma... 

No anda, se arrastra. Y se precisa toda la energia de Satanas y el fuego del Infierno, para lanzarla a la batalla. 

Hétela, al fin, frente a su gran Amo, muy descontento, porque no le gusta esperar... 

—iCdmo es —le grita asperamente— que en pleno combate con la potencia del Otro, no te manifiestas mas viva, mas fogosa, mas enérgica? jDuermes 
y roncas cuando tus hermanas luchan!... 

—jOh, no tan aprisa, Lucifer!— responde la Pereza, con voz languida—. Te olvidas de que soy la Pereza. Las otras, tus favoritas, se mueven 
mucho, hablan por los codos, gritan, se dan importancia, gesticulan, manotean. Hace unos momentos, he oido vociferar a la Ira. iPara qué? Yo no 
monto nunca en colera... Soy la misma dulzura. Obro por mi propio peso. Me inspira aversion la inquietud de los "gme has visto?" y todas las 
demas extravagancias. El bien no hace ruido, el ruido no hace bien, yo no hago ruido, duermo... 

...De modo que empiezo protestando contra la Lujuria. Esa intrigante ha pretendido haber inscrito al santo rey David en su lista de piezas de 
caza. Considero que eso es intolerable por una razon sencillisima: la Lujuria no se hubiera apoderado jamas de David si yo no me hubiese 
aduenado de él previamente. Yo hize de 61, primeramente, un perezoso, un vago; y gracias a eso, la Lujuria consiguid hacerle caer. Sin mi, 
Bethsabée hubiera perdido el tiempo, ni siquiera habria sacado con qué pagar su jabon y sus perfumes. 

—j;Bah! —Interrumpe Lucifer—, eso pertenece a la historia antigua. Lo que deseo saber es lo que tu has hecho desde el comienzo de las 
operaciones actuales. 

—He hecho tantas cosas, joh, Lucifer!, que te pido licencia para sentarme porque de antemano me siento fatigada por todo lo que he de contar. 

—Sd6lo te pido, como a las demas, algunos hechos recientes y caracteristicos. 

—Por lo pronto, he adormecido a multitud de jdovenes, para los cuales he sido algo asi como el opio de la voluntad. Los padres, para 
proporcionarles instrucci6n, no omiten sacrificio. Pero ellos apenas se preocupan, y no piensan sino en divertirse. 

...Puesto que me pides un hecho caracteristico, puedo citarte el caso de cierto estudiante de medicina que no asiste a sus clases, bosteza 
sobre los libros, y no disfruta mas que yendo a escuchar a los cabarets de Montparnasse sucisimas estupidezes, y tratando de componer otras. Ya 
supondras de antemano, los desdichados diagndsticos, las recetas nocivas que imaginara, y los enfermos a quien matara amablemente, asegurandoles 
que va a salvarles la vida. ;Y cuando vengan a buscarle por la noche, ya puedes figurarte que recepcidn dispensara a quien le despierte! 
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—jEso esta muy bien! 

—Reconoce, Lucifer, que yo no soy vociferadora. No promuevo alborotos ni estallidos. Yo no alzo los dos pufhos amenazadores, como la Ira.. Yo 
duermo dulcemente al individuo. Cuando va de jarana, no se despierta sino para volver a comenzarla. Y te aseguro que este método es de 
resultados sorprendentes... y que dispongo de muchos ejemplares de tipos asi. 

...Pero también tengo muchos otros en todas las clases sociales. 

-No ceso de decir que las altas clases son las que principalmente me interesan. 

—Pues bien, puedo decirte que frecuento mucho la compania de los que se dicen catdlicos... y que sé desanimarlos. Les pongo de manifiesto la 
indiferencia, el materialismo de las multitudes, la desercion de las iglesias, la inutilidad del esfuerzo, y les inculco la famosa frase: jNo 
hay nada que hacer! 

—jPerfectamente! Me encanta una idea que encarne como un aguafuerte en un slogan, en un lema. 

-Y cuando esta todo por hacer, afirman que no hay nada que hacer, en efecto. Y es un placer para mi el mecerlos... el verles cémo se duermen 
dulcemente, con la conciencia absolutamente tranquila... Van a pescar con cana... Se las dan de ocurrentes y chistosos. Podria citarte 
parroquias magnificas desde ese punto de vista, parroquias en las que ya no falta mas que dar un paso para despertar a los fieles a toque de 
corneta... jPues bien, ni siquiera eso! Los feligreses se duermen. Y como en un regimiento, la consigna se obedece; y esa consigna es, jroncar! 

—Muy bien —interrumpe Lucifer-, que ha empezado a prestar atencidn. Pero ¢y el cura de esa gente? «Le has convencido de que no hay nada que 
hacer? 

—Traté de hacerlo, pero sin resultado. He visto llegar a uno, lleno de ardiente fe y con iniciativas peligrosas... 

—iY qué? 

-No pudiendo aduenarme de él directamente, porque resiste al sueno, lo consigo por medio de los demas. Le rodeo, poco a poco, de personas que 
debian ayudarle, pero no hacen mas que desanimarlo. Se siente sdlo en el desempefo de su labor, y no puede hacer nada util porque nadie acude en 
socorro suyo. No es bueno que el hombre esté solo. A mi parecer, también esta verdad es applicable al cura... 

Lucifer parece cada vez mas satisfecho: 

—Verdaderamente-, no eres tan tonta como pareces. 

—jGracias! Hago lo que puedo. Yo no tengo mas que una cuerda en mi arco, pero es buena para todos los menesteres y para todas las clases 
sociales. Adormezco a los hombres, hago que detesten su trabajo, su "tajo", como ellos dicen, elegantemente. Su consigna es hacer lo menos 
posible, y exigir que se les pague mas. Cuando aparece el almanaque, hago que busquen en seguida los "puentes", es decir, los dias que no se 
trabajara. En multitud de oficinas, hay exceso de personal. Y cuando uno de los empleados quiere, a pesar de todo, trabajar, se le reprocha su 
prurito de celo, que estropea el oficio. El suefo de los suefhos consiste en ir bien sentado en un coche y devorar kildmetros. 

..-Al socaire del progreso, procuro suprimir cada vez mas el esfuerzo. Se exagera el uso del teléfono, del ascensor, del coche, de la maquina. 
Ya no se encuentran hombres para labrar la tierra. Ya no se piensa. El periddico, el "cine", piensan por los hombres. Podria continuar, pero me 
Siento fatigada, muy fatigada... 

—jUn poco de animo!... 

—Termino diciéndote que adormezco a los ricos que no piensan mas que en ellos mismos, en su fortuna, en sus placeres, y ni siquiera sospechan 
que su inmensa responsabilidad esta en proporcion con sus inmensas posibilidades... 

...Los hombres tienen inteligencia y, sin embargo, no comprenden que esa inteligencia no existe sdlo para ser aplicada al progreso material. 
La muerte los acecha a todos, y se comportan como si hubieran de permanecer siempre sobre la tierra. Los he adormecido de tal modo que ya no 
tienen fuerza ni para alzar la cabeza por encima de sus placeres. 

...De modo que sdlo miran hacia abajo... 

...jlu eres, oh Lucifer, su gran Jefe, su dios! ;Y haré cuanto pueda para que continues siéndolo siempre y cada dia mas! 

-Asi sea —declara casi alegremente Lucifer—. Me doy cuenta de que tu pereza no es inactiva. Haz que duerman cada vez mas. No dormiran nunca lo 
bastante. Es preciso que llegues a conseguir que la religion no sea para ellos otra cosa que un recuerdo historico, una vieja certeza que 
anuncia la caida del arbol, la caida de la Cruz... 

...Si, Pereza, adormece sobre todos a los cristianos, 

Lucifer, se detiene como si aquella evocacién fuese ya, ante él, una triunfal realidad. 


—-Ven, Pereza... jEa, un poco de animo! Voy a ayudarte a que te levantes de tu silldén. Duerme a los demas, pero no te duermas tu... 
Y los labios candentes de Satanas se hundieron reposadamente en las mejillas gelatinosas de la Pereza. 
—Lucifer... jme vas a quemar!... 
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—Eso prueba que a mi no me has adormecido... 


TERCERA PARTE 
LOS SUBDEMONIOS SE DISTINGUEN 


UN DEMONIO JOVEN QUE LLEGARA LEJOS 
EL DEMONIO DE LA VOCACION RELIGIOSA 
EL DEMONIO DE LA DESEPERACION 

EL DEMONIO CONYUGAL 

EL DEMONIO ROMPECACHARROS 

EL DEMONIO MUNDANO 

EL DEMONIO "GAD QUID...?" 

EL HURACAN INFERNAL 


Capitulo XXII 
UN DEMONIO JOVEN QUE LLEGARA LEJOS 


Se promovid en la puerta un gran alboroto, cuando, arrastrando los pies, lentamente, pesadamente, se marchod de alli la Pereza. 

Toda la inmensa cohorte de subdemonios, angeles, angelitos, lanzaron en primer término gritos y alaridos de indignaci6n porque la Pereza no 
terminaba de proclamar sus propias alabanzas. 

Tratandose de la Pereza, hubiera podido ser menos locuaz. 

Después se alborotaron frenéticamente, no queriendo aguardar mas... Cada cual trataba de pasar por encima del otro, porque cada cual tenia 
algo especial que contar al Amo. 

Ellos también, ellos sobre todo, habian entrado en liza, con todo el ardor caracteristico de los muchachos perversos. 

jNo es necesario llamarlos! 

Haciendo esfuerzos con los brazos y con las alas abiertas, el arcangel de servicio no logra contener a toda aquella chiquilleria del Infierno. 
Cada cual grita: "jYo!, ;Yo!" 

Tuvo que llamar en su ayuda a otros arcangeles y organizar un servicio de orden. En ese interregno, un pequenho subdemonio, mas astuto que los 
otros, consigui6 deslizarse y salir el primero bajo las piernas de su guardian. Al verle aparecer, a pesar de la barrera de los arcangeles y de 
sus camaradas, Lucifer se echo a reir, con su repugnante risa. 

—Tu, llegaras, jovencito, porque no es osadia lo que te falta. sTienes muchas cosas que contarme? 

El angelito se engalla resueltamente, y mirando a Satandas cara a cara: 

-No, no tengo muchas cosas que contarte. No tengo mas que una sola, pero de rechupete, quiero decir jmagnifica! 

—Te escucho pequeno, jpero sé breve! 

—Creo que vas a quedar satisfecho de este muchacho tuyo. En mi sector, hay una aldea piadosa. Todos los anos va la gente en procesi6én hasta un 
viejo Calvario, un crucero de hierro forjado, que data de lo profundo de los siglos de ignorancia y supersticion. 
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Ese calvario, lleno de musgo y de herrumbre, me irritaba. Y un dia, pensando en ti, y en ti pienso siempre, me propuse derribarlo, como 
objetivo de tu jornada... 

—Muy bien, querido. Ya se ve que no comes con el revés de la cuchara... 

—Si; pero eso no era tan sencillo y cémodo como yo habia creido. jAh, los clericales de tiempo atras elegian bien los sitios estratégicos! 
Habian alzado aquella cruz en la interseccié6n de tres caminos, los mas frecuentados. Era como una predicacion perpetua; y a despecho mio, veia 
yo un punado de bigardos que se quitaban la gorra al pasar delante de esa cruz. No, aquello no podia durar. 

..-He buscado, en este pais retrdgado, a alguien en quien pudiera apoyarme. He estudiado, sopesado las malas cabezas de la aldea, cuyo templo 
era el bar. Finalmente, he encontrado tres, bien preparados, en los cuales, por decirlo asi, he conseguido encarnarme. 

..-Yo les he dicho: sois hombres de pufnos. Y os dejais mandar por un anciano cura, una especie de fdsil que ignora toda la gran evolucion 
moderna. No sabe que la ciencia, el auto, la moto, el avidn, han reemplazado la crasa ignorancia de los tiempos antiguos, Es, por consiguiente, 
una vergUenza para el pueblo el soportar a ese viejo Cristo lugubre, simbolo periclitado de la Inquisicion y de la opresion de las conciencias. 
éCreéis que es divertido para los jdvenes el no poder dar un paso por la carretera sin divisar a ese Cristo colgado de una cruz? jAh!, si 
hubiese alli una hermosa estatua antigua de Baco o de Venus, o un picaruelo fauno, jeso si que seria alegre, y sugestivo, e interesante! 

—Seguramente, si..., dijeron los tres mozos, mientras vaciaban su jarro de vino tinto. 

—Entonces, si sois los hombres que yo me figuro, hay que suprimir esa cruz, derribarla. Y anado que daréis gusto a mucha gente que yo conozco 
y a la que irrita ese desafio lanzado en esta comarca, dia y noche, a la alegria de vivir, al Progreso y a la Ciencia moderna. 

..-Y una tarde, tomando el aperitivo de ritual en el bar, hubo un consejo de guerra contra el Crucificado. Uno queria simplemente serrarlo por 
la base. Pero yo, joh, Lucifer!, he pensado que seria mas espectacular, mas elocuente para las nuevas generaciones el derribarlo pura y 
Simplemente. 

.Y, ademas, eso seria mas rapido, mas facil, mas silencioso. El serrar hace ruido, en tanto que arrancar una cruz ruinosa, empotrada desde 
Siglos atras entre viejas piedras roidas, es mucho mas comodo. En pocos minutos, con dos buenos cordeles, se echaria a tierra la cruz y se 
sepultaria bajo el lodo de la cuneta proxima. 

Nos estrechamos las manos... Y asi quedo decidido. 

Una noche muy obscura, mis tres jayanes llegaron con dos cuerdas de pozo. 

Se cercioraron de que no habia nadie en la carretera. 

...-Pero, repito, aquello fué mucho mas duro de lo que yo mismo podia suponer. Si; se trabajaba reciamente en los tiempos antiguos. 

Sobre todo, yo no queria que se desalentaran. He despertado su amor propio y les he sugerido que volviesen otra noche, pero provistos de una 
piqueta para arrancar las piedras obstinadas del pedestal. 

Y volvieron, con un litro de vino cada uno en el estémago. Vi como trabajaban. Trabajaban aprisa y bien. A golpe de piqueta separaron las 
piedras... Luego, con las cuerdas, tiraron con todas sus fuerzas. Yo permanecia alla, en lo Invisible,. Los alentaba tanto como podia. Sudaban a 
chorros. Les pagué un trago de tinto de propina y un vaso de ajenjo. 

...Reanimados, hicieron un ultimo esfuerzo y sintieron que el Cristo vacilaba, al fin, sobre su base. 

jEa, un poco mas!... j;Ya es vuestro! 

En efecto, se hicieron con él. 

Con un crujido formidable, el Crucifijo fué arrancado de todas las piedras que aun le retenian y se desplomo sobre la hierba del talud. 

—jBravo! -—esclamé Lucifer-, batiendo sus garras. 

-Y lo han arrastrado hasta el cieno, hasta el lodo de la cuneta, donde va enmohecerse, a desaparecer... Se acabd, se acabd decididamente. 

Lucifer se tira de los pelos de la barba, y pregunta: 

-Y en la aldea, gque reacci6dn se ha producido? 

—-No tan grande como yo temia. El cura, naturalmente, se ha alborotado, como nosotros, si cayéramos en el agua bendita. Y ha lanzado un sermoén 
incendiario, que no ha sido mas que fuego de paja. Algunas buenas mujeres han lloriqueado, y murmurado de la generacid6n moderna. Los hombres, 
como pretexto para no hacer nada, han pretendido que se trataba de vagabundos, maleantes, mendigos, los que habian perpetrado el hecho. Luego, 
vino la feria de la localidad, la verbena, el mercado de ganado. Finalmente, ya casi no se habla de ello. 

Habria que hacer otro tanto en todas las aldeas -grita Lucifer—. Eres un bravo diablillo. Acércate para que te abrace. 

Y muy regocijado, el sudemonio recibe el abrazo y el beso del Amo. Hace en seguida una pirueta en las mismas narices de sus camaradas, Y sale 
de alli dando brincos, a la busqueda de una nueva diablura que llevar a cabo. 
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Capitulo XXIII 
EL DEMONIO DE LA VOCACION RELIGIOSA 


Otro demonio se desliza, pérfidamente, entre sus camaradas, y aparece ante Lucifer. 

No tiene ni la mas ligera semejanza con el fogoso demonio joven que le ha precedido. 

Este parece hasta piadoso. Su aspecto es dulce, humilde, suave. Habla reposadamente, como en tono reflexivo: 

-Ignoro, joh, Lucifer!, lo que tan ruidosamente te ha contado mi camarada. Mis modales son otros muy distintos; y creo que calladamente, he 
hecho mas y mejor que lo que él ha realizado con tanto estrépito. 

—Deja en paz a tu camarada. Y dime lo que has hecho en pro de mi gran jornada... 

—Seré lo mas breve posible. Pero después de haberme escuchado pensaras que debia decirte lo que te quiero decir. 

-Helo aqui: he rebuscado largo tiempo lo que en este dia astral te proporcionara particular placer. Anhelaba ofrecerte algo que ninguno de mis 
demas camaradas te ofreceria. Tras muchas vacilaciones, ha recaido mi eleccidén en un joven encantador que creyéndose llamado por Cristo, habia 
pensado y decidido entrar en el Gran Seminario y hacerse sacerdote. 

—jOh!, he aqui una cosa que me interesa muchisimo —exclama Lucifer, prestando singular atencién—. <¢Y qué es lo que hiciste? 

—He tratado de apoderarme de é1 directamente. 

—iQue me quieres decir? 

—Me las he arreglado para proporcinarle un amigo, bajo cuya piel me he establecido como en su propia casa. 

...Bajo mi inspiracidén, ese amigo hizo el firme propdsito de cerrar al joven el acceso al Seminario. Por lo pronto, le ha hecho las objeciones 
tradicionales, le ha prestado libros, ha criticado a los sacerdotes, que no son lo que el vano pueblo cree. Le ha arrastrado luego a centros 
laicos y cientificos, donde la vocacién religiosa es considerada como indicio de flaqueza de animo, una especie de neurastenia encomendada al 
cuidado de los psiquiatras... 

—jMuy bien! 

—Si, pero esa idea de vocacion estaba de tal modo arraigada en su espiritu, que el joven ha resistido. Y comprendi que era necesario buscar un 
terreno de repliegue para emprender un asalto que habria de ser decisivo. He vuelto a agarrar a mi mandatario, que ya estaba casi desanimado, y 
le he sugerido un medio que tiene éxito casi siempre. 

-Lo adivino... —murmura Satanas-. 

—Ese medio consiste en poner a una joven en su camino. 

—Si; mi querido demonio, tienes toda la raz6n. Recuerda cdémo he triunfado en el ex-paraiso terrenal, haciendo que una mujer interviniera en mi 
maquinacion. 

—Si, Amo; le recuerdo muy bien. No soy tan fuerte como tu; pero yo tambien esperaba triunfar. 

..-Ambos, mi amigo y yo, hemos elegido a la joven. Y habia muchas que pataleaban, impacientes por liberarse de su forzado celibato... 

...La nuestra era joven, agradable, una rubia de ojos azules..., inteligente, muy deseosa de matrimonio. 

—Aunque no eres mas que un pequenho demonio, razonas con verdadero acierto. 

—He de anadir, joh Lucifer!, que aquella sefhorita poseia, instintivamente, lo que se llama el sentido del comportamiento practico. No asust6 a 
nuestro seminarista en ciernes. Se las compuso bien para encontrarse con él en un terreno como si dijéramos absolutamente pacifico, sosegado, 
obras sociales y otras por el estilo; en la iglesia, no se colocaba muy lejos de él, tenia atenciones para con sus padres, les prestaba 
servicios. Se introdujo poco a poco en la familia, sin segunda intencidén de ningun género, al parecer. Tan dulce y melancélica como se pudiera 
desear, se vestia con elegancia y sencillez, permaneciendo siempre dentro de los limites observados por las personas de buena educacion. 

—jMejor que mejor! —murmura Lucifer-, alzando la cabeza. 

Asi las cosas, un buen dia, cuando el ambiente estuvo bien preparado y la victima dispuesta para el sacrificio, me las arreglé para que los 
dos se encontrasen completamente solos, como por casualidad. La joven, entonces, se echdé a llorar repentinamente. 

—Pero ¢gqué ocurre? jQué le pasa a usted? —Exclama el pobre inocent6n, asustado. 


https://ia801303.us.archive.org/8/items/LaJornadaDeSatnCPierreLrmiteESP/The Satan journey © Pierre Lérmite ENG - ESP.txt 104/141 


10/9/21 9:27 https://ia801303.us.archive.org/8/items/LaJornadaDeSatnCPierreLrmiteESP/The Satan journey © Pierre Lérmite ENG - ESP.txt 


—jOh, nada! Yo no debia de haber venido aqui. Me creia tan fuerte... 

Cada vez mas emocionado, el futuro seminarista le enjuaga las lagrimas con su propio panuelo. Y como ella se tambalease, la sostiene en su 
brazo, la consuela, un poco aturdido. Porque ¢de qué consolarla?... 

—Quiero saber qué es lo que puede causarle a usted tanto sufrimiento —murmura él junto a ella-, con voz angustiada. 

—jNo me lo pregunte! 

—Pero, ¢por qué no? 

—jNo puedo decirselo! jNo se lo puedo confesar!... Temo que luego no quiera ya volver a verme... 

—jSe lo suplico!... 

—iUsted lo quiere? 

—jOh!, gque si lo quiero?, jcon toda mi alma!... 

—iNo me guardara rencor? 

—No. 

—iMe lo promete?, gme lo jura? 

—Prometido. 

—iLo jura? —insiste ella-. 

El nedéfito vacila ante esta ultima palabra. Y, finalmente, se decide: 

-Si, lo juro... 

—Pues bien: j;le amo a usted! Y me vuelve loca el sufrimiento de pensar que quiere abandonarnos, vestir sotana, entrar en el Seminario... 

El joven contempla entonces a la hermosa muchacha que solloza sobre su hombro. Ve sus ojos azules empapados en lagrimas, y murmura: 

—Eso no esta consumado todavia... 

La joven se recobra inmediatamente, sujeta sus cabellos, se enjuga las lagrimas y apoyando ambas manos en los dos hombros del joven y 
mirandole bien a la cara, puestos los ojos en sus ojos: 

—jOh, gracias por la esperanza que usted me da!... 

...ESperanza que se ha convertido en realidad, puesto que ayer se casaron. 

El cura esta consternado; las familias, divididas; las hijas de Maria, celosas... 

..-He ahi el bocado exquisito que te traigo... 

...Reconoce que éste tu jovencito demonio no ha trabajado muy mal... 

—jBravo! -—exclama Lucifer—. Estoy encantado de ti. Eres lo que se dice un diplomatico "ciento por ciento". Te utilizaré para misiones 
Superiores... 

..-Piensa en esto: jun sacerdote menos para Cristo! jTodo el dano que ese seminarista hubiera podido hacerme!... 

...jES admirable! Y, a partir de este momento, te nombro arcangel. 

El piadoso semblante de aquel demonio escurridizo se ilumina con una dulce sonrisa. 

Y a la vista de aquel camarada tan feliz, los otros demonios, envidiosos y coléricos, le muestran el pufho, gritando: 

—jIntrigante! jHipdcrita! j;Clerical! jHu!... jHu!... 


Capitulo XXIV 

EL DEMONIO DE LA DESEPERACION 

jHazle entrar! Ordena Lucifer al arcangel. 

El demonio que viene es también diferente en absoluto a los demas. La mirada sombria, vestido completamente de negro, marcha lentamente. 
Produce una impresion siniestra. 


—Sé breve— dice Lucifer-, con poco agrado, viéndole llegar. 
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—Soy breve, pero continuo. 

—iQué quieres decirme con eso? 

—Que soy el especialista de los débiles, de los escrupulosos, de los enfermos. De esa calana hay superabundancia, y mas cada dia. 

—iTu explotas la angustia? 

-Y desespero a los moribundos. 

—jMis felicitaciones! 

—Precisamente, Lucifer, mi sector no tiene limites. Trabajo en los hospitales, en las buhardillas, en los conventos y tambien con harta 
frecuencia en el mundo. Socavo el subsuelo de las conciencias y escudrino el archivo de las familias. 

-Yo digo al escrupuloso: Ese pecado...? jNo lo confesaste!... Has olvidado una circustancia capital, que altera la especie y aumenta 
considerablemente la malicia. Es preciso que vuelvas a ver a tu confesor, que le supliques que te escuche una vez mas. Aunque no sea mas que por 
caridad y para sosegar tu conciencia, tan justamente inquieta. 

-Y como aquel nuevo paso no le conducira a ningun resultado, impulso al escrupuloso a que confiese de nuevo con otro confesor. Porque el 
escrupuloso, después de multiples consultas, revierte siempre a su propio juicio: "Si mi confesor me conociese como yo me conozco, no me hubiera 
dado tan facilmente la absolucién". Y esto continua en aumento, como bola de nieve, hasta el infinito. 

.En cuanto a los bien acomodados, a los que tienen sangre muy roja en las venas, trato de hacerles dudar de la legitimidad de su fortuna, de 
la honestidad de ciertos beneficios considerables, realizados, secretamente, en detrimento de los pobres. 

.Pero todas mis preferencias se concentran en los moribundos. Esos apenas se me resisten. Debilitados ya fisicamente, sus almas lo estan 
también. Hago con ellos, poco mas o menos, lo que quiero. 

—Procura que yo saque provecho de ello —dice Lucifer—, porque en esos momentos del transito de una vida a otra es cuando se puede acaparar en 
masa a las almas. 

—He aqui precisamente la aspiracid6n ideal de mi vida de demonio. A veces me las ingenio bien para que no se le llame al sacerdote o para que 
llegue demasiado tarde... y el moribundo muera entonces como mueren las bestias. 

-A veces, inculco en el agonizante un espantoso miedo a la muerte. "El morir, le insinuo, convierte en realidad todo lo que hay de 
abominable en ese aniquilamiento total. Tu tienes aqui todo cuanto es preciso para continuar tu vida dichosa. jSera necesario que todo lo 
abandones! ¢Comprendes bien? Todo..., tu habitacién, tu casa llena de recuerdos, que con tanto amor has arreglado y dispuesto. Tendras que 
abandonar tu fortuna, tu vida. Tus ojos van a cerrarse, se te secara la boca, tu coraz6n cesara de latir; y te convertiras en esa cosa inerte, 
horrible, descompuesta, que ya no tiene nombre en ninguna lengua y que es preciso enterrar, ocultar en seguida, lejos de las miradas de los que 
aun viven." 

-Y no tengas la debilidad de asirte a una esperanza cualquiera. No te hagas ninguna ilusidn. Lo que padeces no tiene remedio. Tus parientes, 
tu médico, tu enfermero te engafnan, estan representando una comedia cuando te hablaban de tu posible curacién. El cancer no se cura. Y lo que 
tienes es un cancer. Vas a presenciar tu propia descomposicién, jy a costa de cuanto sufrimiento!... 

.éY para llegar a qué? A que se te coloque, como a tantos otros, entre cuatro tablones. 

-y @6se sera tu fin. 

-He ahi la verdad exacta. 

.He ahi lo que te espera. 

.He ahi lo que no se te dice, y lo que debes saber. 

.Acuérdate de que no hay criatura mas engafnada que un enfermo. 

-Y, después, el mundo continuara viviendo. 

.Escudrinaran en los cajones de tus muebles, leerdan tus cartas intimas, rasgaran las fotografias. 

.Pero sobre todo, se repartiran tus bienes. 

..Y hasta es posible que tu mismo, que estas tendido sobre tus espaldas y que no puedes hacer otra cosa que mirar, hayas sorprendido la 
dmpacieneie en las miradas de tus herederos, y una codicia precursora de las disensiones del dia de manana. 

.Y si perteneces a los que han sido amados con amor desinteresado, tan sdlo por tu persona, tu sufrimiento sera mayor aun ante los ojos 
banados en lagrimas sinceras, ante los brazos que se te tenderan, para estrechar un inmimente cadaver... Y sobre una frente que comienza a 
helarse, se depositaran besos desesperados que no podran devolverle el calor. 

-Si; pobre agonizante, recoge bien tus trapos, arrebujate en tus sdabanas: es preciso partir. 

.éY para ir a donde? 


https://ia801303.us.archive.org/8/items/LaJornadaDeSatnCPierreLrmiteESP/The Satan journey © Pierre Lérmite ENG - ESP.txt 106/141 


10/9/21 9:27 https://ia801303.us.archive.org/8/items/LaJornadaDeSatnCPierreLrmiteESP/The Satan journey © Pierre Lérmite ENG - ESP.txt 


.;Qué misterio! 
.jA la nada... tal vez! 
-Y esa es la maxima esperanza, la alegria final de no existir ya en este mundo precario, donde todo es ansiedad y dolor. 
O bien, si tienes la flaqueza, la desgracia de creer en el Mas Alla, pobre desdichado, vas a comparecer ante un Dios terrible... 
.El Dios de la justicia y la ira... 
.el Dios del Dies irae.... 
.El Dios que va a exigirte cuenta cabal de todo, aun de las palabras inutiles... 
.El Dios que encuentra falta hasta en sus angeles... 
-Por tanto, miserable pecador, iqué va a ser de ti? 
..¢En qué abismo vas a sepultarte? 
Después de haber dicho y repetido esto, por que la repeticidn es la mas enérgica de las figuras, consigo muertes espantosas, desesperadas 
despedidas de la vida, con blasfemias... 
Muertos que te pertenecen, Lucifer... 
Y yo, que no soy, sin embargo, otra cosa que un miserable subdemonio, te traigo todo eso, todas esas agonias, esos ojos llenos de 
incomprension y de horror, para gloria y servicio tuyos. 
Gracias —responde Satanas—; continua embutiendo sin cesar, todos los dias, rebafnos de desesperados en mi infierno. Y en ese transito 
definitivo y tragico, arranca a Cristo todo cuanto puedas arrancarle. 
.Jamas le arrancaras demasiado. 
.jLucifer esta satisfecho de ti! 


Capitulo XXV 
EL DEMONIO CONYUGAL 


Entr6 después un pequeno demonio muy picaruelo, de ojos maliciosos, nariz fisgona, de las entrometidas en todas las ollas. Sus camaradas le 
llamaban "el enamorado" porque su especialidad eran los noviazgos, las bodas y, sobre todo, los divorcios. 

Lucifer, al mirarlo, sonrie; porque de antemano sabia que su ministerio de perdicioén era bastante pintoresco. 

—jMiserable! ¢Qué maleficio has cometido hoy? 

—jOh, Lucifer! Puesto que ésta es tu jornada, he querido, como muchos de mis camaradas, ofrecerte decididamente algo fresco y nuevo; en lugar 
de traerte cosas del montén, viejos matrimonios y otras futesas. Por eso, te traigo hoy, en un solo plato, una linda parejita casada ayer mismo. 

—jAdulador! ¢Quieres halagarme? 

—Pues si... Me alegra mucho el proporcionarte un placer. El caso de hoy lo he buscado, lo he estudiado. Se trata de un joven estudiante, 
culto, sentimental, sonador... En suma: todo lo que se necesita para cortarse el cuello. Es inteligente; pero muy bobo. Estoy seguro de que 
comprendes lo que te quiero decir, y que esas dos palabras pueden ir muy bien unidas... 

Lucifer aprueba con un movimiento de cabeza: 

—Si, en amor casi siempre... 

—Ese gran ingenuo llevaba a la edad en que tradicionalmente se siente inquietud en el alma, necesidad de afectos, de ternura, de caricias y de 
amor. 

—Esa es precisamente tu jurisdiccion. 

—He examinado entonces el problema, y me he dicho: "“BUen mozo, ya estas maduro para cometer la pifia inevitable. iNecesitas amor? Pues bien, 
espera un poco. Te voy a dar amor, jy a toneladas!..." 

Me puse, pues, en acecho, y te aseguro que me encontraba muy bien en ese mi elemento. Por que esta caza me agrada muchisimo. He pasado revista 
a numerosas jdovenes. Y me he decidido por una que, fisicamente, es en verdad preciosa, una morena, de tez tostada, ojos hechizeros, y que 
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responde al nombre de Nefralbina. 

-—iY de ddénde han desenterrado ese nombre? 

—Su padre es farmacéutico, y algo vanidoso. Ha querido elegir un nombre de su profesion. Nefralbina no tiene, por lo demas, otra cosa en su 
persona que la belleza del diablo. Y perddname la expresion... 

—jGracias! 

—Pero la posee a fondo. Aparte de eso, no sabe hacer absolutamente nada, ni siquiera un cocido, ni un ojal. Con mayor motivo, no sabe lo que 
es llevar una casa. En resumen: un cero a la izquierda. 

..-Yo me las he arreglado para enlazar esos dos destinos en el camino de la vida. Y he lanzado la corriente a gran voltaje. He asistido a los 
preliminares de costumbre. Se han mirado en el fondo de los ojos, se han cogido las manos, se han escrito cartas incendiarias. Y la novia ha 
recibido preciosos regalos. jEl ritual completo del perfecto amor! Y ya te figuraras que conozco bien todas sus paginas. 

...-Boda de primera clase, anuncios en los periddicos, tarjetas de invitacion en cartulina de lujo. 

..-Menospreciando al clero parroquial, pan de todos los dias, fueron a buscar a un sacerdote de fuera, mas o menos amigo de la familia. Y han 
pronunciado una espléndida platica matrimonial. Bien advertia yo que 61 no sabia ni una palabra acerca de aquella boda ni de la nulidad de la 
amada Nefralbina. Naturalmente, yo tomaba parte en la ceremonia. Me he encarnado en un paje de honor y, con los ojos cerrados, he saboreado 
todas las frases, silenciosamente, en el fondo de lo que llaman mi corazdén. Esos son los modestos gafes de mi oficio, la alegria, el regocijo de 
tu pequeno subdemonio... 

El maestro de capilla bien remunerado se ha excedido. 

He oido, por centésima vez, la Marcha de los Sacerdotes de Alceste, el aria de Bach, el Ave Maria de Gounod, el Padre Nuestro de Busser. 

La salida de la iglesia, bajo un hermoso sol, en medio de los curiosos y de las modistillas, avidas de ver las modas femeninas, constituy6 una 
apoteosis. 

Naturalmente, los fotdgrafos estaban alli, y disparaban, disparaban aqui y aculla... 

Y en los grupos particulares, por entre los cuales circulaba yo para formarme opinion sobre el caso, todos los invitados, amigos y conocidos, 
exclamaban a coro: "jQué hermosa pareja tan completa! jQué hogar, firme y entranable, van a fundar! j;Causa alegria el ver un matrimonio tan 
encantador! jEs una primavera en flor!..." 

Si, jpero yo estaba alli!... 

—jPicaro redomado! —exclama Lucifer, riendo-; j;tu no respetes nada! 

—Pero si es por ti Satanas, bien lo sabes, por lo que me propuse cazarlos... 

..-Por lo demas, aun cuando yo hubiera abandonado mi bienhechora influencia, ese matrimonio era tan completamente idiota, que se hubiese 
deshecho por si solo..., la boda de la carpa y el conejo. 

—Que es lo que habra sucedido. 

—Pues si, Lucifer, y muy rapidamente. 

—iéAl cabo de un ano? 

—Mucho antes. Al cabo de los tres meses las discusiones dieron comienzo... 

...Desde los bastidores, he echado aceite sobre el fuego. 

...-Sobrevinieron luego discusiones mas graves. 

...Se dijeron reciprocamente frases descorteses, vejatorias. 

..-Con espanto, él, alumno de una gran Escuela, cargado ya de pesadas responsabilidades, se did cuenta de que se habia casado con un maniqui, 
y que prescindiendo de los temas que afectan a los vestidos, lunches y "cines", no puede existir, entre él y su mujer, conversacion inteligente. 

..-ES un pesado lastre, una bola de hierro, lo que lleva sujeto a su pie; y para expiar su garrafal error, tendra que arrastrar toda su vida, 
dia y noche. 

-Y, al fin, una manana, por una verdad evidente que, cansado ya, no habia sabido callar, su pequena y adorada Nefralbina descuelga, de un 
salto, la percha de un vestido, con lo que le deja hinchado un ojo y le rasga el vientre al bien amado. 

Cuando aquel dia llega jadeante a su despacho y sus colegas se inquietan al verle tan lastimoso estado, les dice que ha sufrido una terrible 
caida de la bicicleta. 

...jNada de eso! 

Era su dulce mitad la que habia descargado sobre él sus nervios irritados. 

..-Y ahora, Lucifer, ya te imaginaras el resto; separacion, familia contra familia, querella, divorcio, y todo lo demas. 
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—iNo hay nigtn hijo? 
-Si, y no ¢Comprendes? 
—jPerfectamente! 
-Si esto te divierte, puedo citarte otros casos, muy pintorescos también... 


No; tu querida Nefralbina basta para mi felicidad. Eres un encanto —grune Lucifer—. Cuando quiera casarme, cuento contigo para que me elijas 
mujer... 


—Siempre a tus Ordenes, querido senor, responde aquel demonio, muy satisfecho con la sonrisa de su amo y con haber causado cierto efecto en el 
empedernido corazon de su jefe... 


Capitulo XXVI 


EL DEMONIO ROMPECACHARROS 


El demonio "enamorado" queda obscurecido por el que llega inmediatamente despues de él. A Lucifer le parece, en efecto, mas gracioso. 
Es un querubin al que otros angeles caidos, mas perversos que él, arrastraron en su rebelion. 

Es lindo, de pelo rizado, con el aspecto malicioso de un monito, siempre en acecho de la ocasion para cualquier fechoria. 

Lucifer lo mira con complacencia. Porque estos subdemonios le distraen al ego de su inmenso tedio. 

—Acércate, hombrecito, ¢a cuantos has hecho victimas de tus diabluras? 


-No a todos los que yo quisiera... Pero con animo de variar y a causa de tu jornada, me he propuesto ofrecerte un entremés que espero que te 
guste. 


—Veamos ese entremés. 

—jOh!, no estaras acostumbrado a comer eso todos los dias. Figurate que ahora trabajo en casa del sefor arcipreste. 

—jQué idea! ;Y qué mala compania! 

—Pero si es por ti, para variar tu menu. Acuérdate de que los hombres en la tierra, dicen: "El cambio de pienso, alegra el jumento". Yo he 
querido regocijarte. 

—Te agradezco la comparacion. Observas una absoluta falta de respeto para con tu superior. 


—En todo caso, te aseguro que es muy interesante el trabajar en la casa de esos "sefhores sacerdotes”. 
—Muy de acuerdo. 


—jAh! gVes? ¢Se te mueve la nariz! Te va a encantar el escucharme. 


...EStoy, como te digo, en casa de un venerable arcipreste. Me paseo por el presbiterio. Estoy, naturalmente, muy a buenas con la cocinera, 
una criada vieja, devota perdida, de caracter atrabilario. 


...Gracias a una monda de platano, colocada en un buen sitio, hice que cayera de espaldas, con las cuatro extremidades en alto, cuando llevaba 


cuidadosamente, piadosamente, una pila de viejos platos, que acababa de secar como preparativo para el dia siguiente en que monsefor comeria en 
el presbiterio. 


...]Como buen trabajo, puedes creer que lo fué de verdad! ;j;La multiplicacioén de los platos! 


...Ante semejante desastre, el senor arcipreste no mont6é en célera porque es un bendito. Pero no le faltaron ganas de hacerlo. Sin embargo, 
aquello no era mas que un pequeno comienzo, como si dijéramos un aperitivo. 


...-Me he pasado dias enteros en el despacho del arcipreste, donde hay comodisimos sillones. Me gustaba mucho revolverle los papeles. Habia 


estado preparando un sermon y no podia volver a encontrar las cuartillas. Insidiosamente, yo habia hecho que se deslizasen bajo su silldén. He 
ocultado su estilografica, su brevario. Le he escondido los lentes, el panuelo, su libro de cuentas. 


..-Habia que oirle decir, con voz indignada contra si mismo: "Pero ¢ddnde esta mi estilografica? Si la tenia a mi alcance hace un momento. No 
me he movido de aqui. ;jY no la encuentro ya! 


...jLo comprendo bien! Yo la habia escondido en el triangulo que formaba el lomo de una Biblia abierta. 
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...Para acabar de empeorar el asunto, ha buscado otra que no tenia tinta. Tuvo que llenarla. Pero sus dedos, temblorosos por la edad, han 
dejado que la tinta se desparrame por todas partes. 

...Entonces, presa de la impaciencia y enojado siempre contra si mismo: "jEsta es la vejez! Ya no sirvo para nada. Y cuando monsefor venga, le 
presentaré mi dimisidon". 

...-Volvid6d a ponerse a trabajar, sin embargo. Pero yo no le dejé mucho tiempo tranquilo. Tan pronto venia un pedigueno, o dos, bien entrenados, 
impulsados por mi. Tan pronto era una corriente de aire, Y cuando, para recuperar el tiempo perdido, trabajaba por las noche, despues de cenar, 
Su anciana hermana acudia a quejarse a voces a causa del precio de la luz eléctrica, y porque 61, trabajando asi, dormiria mal por la noche. 

...Cuando recitaba su Brevario, yo convertia su cerebro en una plaza publica, por donde pasaban y volvian a pasar las mas insospechadas ideas. 
Hasta el punto de que a veces creia aquel santo hombre que se habia saltado las "Horas", y discutia consigo mismo para decidir si debia volver a 
empezarlas, o no. 

Y durante la Misa —interrumpe Lucifer—, espero que tu no te olvidaras de él. 

—En cuanto a eso, hago lo que puedo. Pero tengo que salvar un obstaculo, una severa guardia de los angeles del otro lado. Sin embargo, hace 
pocos dias he conseguido que rompiese las vinajeras. Verdaderamente, ésa es mi especialidad, las dos a la vez, y con ellas el platillo de 
cristal, sobre las losas de la sacristia. 

—En resumen: tu eres, ante todo, un "rompecacharros". 

—Si, mi querido Amo, responde aquel demonio, con modestia. Romper la vajilla, los cacharros, jeso ya es algo! 

Paternalmente, Lucifer replica: 

-Si; las pequenas cosas promueven otras mas grandes. Un guijarro en el zapato estropea la mas hermosa excursion. 

—De modo, Lucifer, que prosigo mi piadosa maniobra. Esta manana he vuelto a agarrar a mi arcipreste y he hecho que perdiera sus llaves. 

—Muy bien,; persevera en ese camino. Con poco de habilidad que tengas, le haras perder la cabeza algun dia. 

...;Ya he comenzado a hacerlo! Mi triunfo lo alcanzé el dia en que, solamente, llegdé monsenor. Todo el mundo estaba en su puesto. La cocinera, 
junto al fog6n. Y el senor arcipreste no habia dormido. 

..-Aquel dia, estaba yo desatado. 

..-He empezado por la cocina. He procurado que la buena mujer incurriera en distracciones, y la leche se ha desbordado de la cacerola. Y ella 
la necesita imprescindiblemente para las salsas, los pasteles y lo demas. 

...El fuego no acababa de encenderse bien. El carnicero ha llegado tarde. Un vicario, miope y bastante torpe, ha pisado, con sus zapatones 
claveteados, la cola del gato, el mimo de la senorita, hermana del arcipreste. El gato ha lanzado gritos espantosos, y ha escapado, rompiendo, 
al huir, una botella de aceite. Y ha habido que buscarlo, y consolarlo en el jardin. 

...-Despues, he ido a la iglesia. He introducido la confusion en la sacristia. Los ninos del coro no llegaban. Aparecia el incensario, pero no 
el incienso, y hubo disputa para decidir quien llevaria la cruz, los candelabros, los bordes de la sotana de monsefor. 

...He terminado por trastornar por completo al senor arcipreste. Se habria aprendido de memoria su alocucidén a monsenhor. La alocuci6dn era muy 
hermosa y conmovedora. Pero, a mitad de ella, me las he ingeniado para que la memoria le fallase. Ha querido consultar sus cuartillas 
precipitadamente; pero yo las habia traspapelado en la sacristia. 

...Entonces, el pobre hombre se quedo seco, es decir, rompid6 a sudar copiosamente. Los feligreses se preguntaban qué le ocurriria. 
Verdaderamente, si yo no hubiese sido demonio tuyo, me habria dado lastima. Pero yo me habia aventurado hasta tal punto que no podia detenerme 
ya. Quise llevar mi audacia hasta jugarle una mala pasada a monsehor, quitandole su anillo. Pero no lo consegui. Por la tarde, acabé de apurar 
la paciencia del personal: el guardia suizo, especialmente, estaba tan transtornado como si 61 fuese, en lugar de uno solo, treinta y seis mil 
hombres. 

Lucifer reia frotandose las manos: 

—Algun dia lo conseguiré-, quizas. 

—Pues bien, ese dia te concederé el ascenso. 

El diablillo hace la cabriola ritual, y se marcha, entusiasmado a reunirse con sus camaradas, que cada vez mas impacientes y por no variar, le 
tienden, coléricos sus garras. 
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Capitulo XXVII 
EL DEMONIO MUNDANO 


Alto y erguido, fino, elegante, perfumado como una mujer, vistiendo orgulloso la librea de su Amo, el demonio del Mundo se adelanta. 

Al divisarlo, Lucifer se echa a reir. 

El demonio se siente, al parecer, muy herido por ello. 

-Pero si es para servirte, Satanas, por lo que me he visto asi... Gracias a este indumento puedo introducirme en todas las fiestas de la 
tierra, en todas las veladas, en todos los bailes, en todas las exhibiciones de la gente de mundo. recuerda que soy, con la Soberbia, el angel 
que aborrece tu enemigo, Cristo. 

Y con un dedo que luce una ufa pintada de rojo, el angel muestra su divisa, intercalada, como un reto, entre sus cabellos rizados: Vae 
mundo... jHay del mundo!... 


—No menosprecio tu poder. Pero todos esos oropeles mundanos me han divertido siempre. No te enfades... Ya te escucho. 

El angel advierte que tal vez sea algo extenso; pero sera ciertamente interesante. Con evidente placer, no omitira ningun detalle, como un 
artista que hubiera tallado un precioso marfil y gustase de hacer notar toda su delicada belleza. 

—Lucifer, en este dia de preparacion, he querido traerte, como todos mis grandes camaradas, un bocado en verdad digno de un rey. 

—iY cdémo se llama ese real bocado? 

El angel se reconcentra y, finalmente, le cita el nombre de una dama bien conocida en la sociedad internacional, una dama que frecuenta, a lo 
largo de todo el ano, los mas renombrados puntos de recreo. 

—iHa muerto ya esa dama? 

—Muerto esta su cuerpo, y muerta esta también su alma; asi lo espero. Me lo propuse, a toda costa. Desde hace mucho tiempo, me dedicaba con 
toda asuidad a la tarea de aturdirla, de impedir que pensara... 

Lucifer le interrumpe: 

-Si, en efecto, has conseguido realizar tus propdsitos, creo indispensable el decirte desde este mismo momento que te has hecho muy merecedor 
de mi gratitud. 

El demonio mundano hace una espectacular reverencia, y prosigue: 

—Tenia yo en observacion a la tal dama desde mucho tiempo atras, durante unas fiestas espléndidas, donde una corte de admiradores formaba 
circulos en torno suyo. Muy linda, aun mas coqueta que bonita, y muy rica... Gastaba sumas fabulosas en las casas de los mas afamados modistos, 
en las peluquerias de gran lujo y en los institutos de belleza. 

...Se la invitaba a todas las mas brillantes reuniones, comia en los mejores restaurantes, y este ultimo detalle era mi esperanza. Pronto, muy 
pronto, tuve el presentimiento de que tal esperanza comenzaba a realizarse. 

...Una tarde, al descender del coche, después de una comida campestre, mi querida amiga sufrio un vertigo. 

..-No dijo nada a nadie. Pero, secretamente, fué a ver a su médico, un alto pontifice de la profesié6n, que le tomd la tensidn inmediatamente. 

...Tenia 27. 

—Eso es demasiado, senora; bordea usted un abismo en el que subitamente podria caer. 

El doctor le prescribio un régimen severo, prohibiéndole las salidas de noche, la carne, el vino, los licores, todo lo que constituia la 
alegria de su vida. 

...Un poco asustada, prometid al médico obedecerle en todo, hasta contentarse con un caldo de legumbres, cada noche, por cada cena... 

Durante unos quince dias, estuvo cumpliendo su promesa. 

Pero yo estaba alli... y con algunas de sus amigas mas o menos atolondradas e ignorantes del peligro. 

Aquella semana habia un baile internacional y de trajes; todas sus amigas querian asistir. 

La tentaci6n es violenta. Vacila. Sus amigas se sorprenden de ello; la incitan a que no deje de asistir a esa fiesta, de la que ya hablan 
todos los periddicos... Y, ademas, se trata de una sola vez. Bastante penitencia hizo ahora para tener derecho a permitirse una expansion tan 
insignificante. 

Ella cede, al fin, y por completo. 
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...Se reunen para decidir qué vestido ha de llevar cada una. Porque hay que evitar coincidencias y duplicidades. 

..-Mi querida amiga vestira de ingenua pastora, toda de tul blanco y cintur6dn rosa. Viene luego la eleccién del tul, la prueba, el parecer del 
director de la casa de modas, eleccidn de los escarpines de satén, consulta en casa del peluquero. Se suprimiran los antiguos bugles para 
convertirlos en trenzas campesinas, muy lisas... !Cosa nada facil!... Se precisaran, por lo menos, tres sesiones... ¢Y qué rojo para los 
labios... y para las ufas...? Y el problema del gran sombrero pastoril, y el del cayado, adornado con una cinta rosa, jy todo lo demas! 

..-Yo estaba alli, en lo Invisible, para sugerir ideas, para vestir a aquella muneca del modo mas sugestivo. Pensaba yo en el baile, jsobre 
todo, en el lunch! Porque yo sabia que era glotona, y no ignoraba yo que las pocas privaciones que se habia impuesto, le habrian hecho mas 
glotona todavia. Esto, considerando su tension, era una esperanza. Y yo suponia fundadamente que esa tensidn subiria de un modo implacable y 
peligroso. 

..-Mi clienta, por lo demas, completamente obsesionada con tanto vertiginoso detalle, no pensaba ya en su régimen, sino exclusivamente en su 
tocado y en su fiesta. 

Abrevia, —dice Lucifer—, impaciente; un sinnumero de demonios patalean tras la puerta. 

El demonio mundano continua; imperturbable sin querer omitir ni un detalle de lo que tiene que contar: 


—Pues bien: asistid a ese baile. Entrada sensacional... Mi clienta era ciertamente la mas bella. Lindo vestido blanco; cabellos bien 
trenzados, que descendian sobre sus hombros, descotados tanto como pudiera desearse. Todos los pastores miran, admirados, solicitos, rodeando a 
la linda pastora. La orquesta preludia... El baile comienza hacia media noche... Vals arrebatador... Ambigu bien surtido... La fiesta esta en su 


apogeo. Los periodistas, los fotdgrafos estan alli, para ilustrar el articulo a punto de ser escrito. 
De repente, se produce un revuelo y la gente se agolpa en un rinc6én de la sala. 
—iQué es eso? pregunta un caballero, ajustandose el mondculo. 
—jOh, nada! Es la condesa N..., probablemente demasiado oprimida, que ha tenido un sincope. 
Y el baile continua. Las parejas pasan y giran alegremente. 
En realidad, la condesa acaba de ser transladada a un sal6dn independiente. Esta tendida, como muerta, sobre un divan. 
...Sobre todo, se ha recomendado mucho a algunos que lo saben, que no digan nada, para no turbar la alegria de todos los bailan al ritmo, a 
veces languido y a ratos endiablado, de la orquesta. 
...Pero, a pesar de todo, se ha telefoneado al doctor. El cual llega por fin, restregandose los ojos somnolientos. 
...Son las dos de la madrugada. 
..-A pesar de que la puerta esta cerrada, los ecos del baile llegan hasta alli. 
...-Con los punos de la camisa remangados, el médico acaba de hacer a la enferma una sangria formidable. 


...;Qué espectaculo!... La sangre corre sobre aquel vestido de tul blanco que no se puede desabrochar porque, para mas elegancia, fué cosido 
sobre la misma condesa en persona. 
...EStan en aquel saloncito el propietario de la sala y dos ancianas damas que, atisbando tras las cortinas, lo han visto todo... y contemplan 


el cuadro con ojos espantados. 

..-Porque la graciosa pastora, la brillante bailarina, se ha convertido en pocos momentos en una moribunda jadeante. 

...Y he aqui que una anciana dama —joh, ganas me entraron de retorcerle el cuello!— murmura, juntando las manos: gHabra quizas que llamar al 
sacerdote? 

...El médico entonces, se vuelve y, bajo mi inspiracion, dice: 

—iUn sacerdote? Si ustedes quieren... Pero no servira de mucho; la enferma esta ya sin conocimiento. 

—Seria para poder anadir: "auxiliada con los sacramentos de la Iglesia". 

jBah! -murmura el doctor—; aun asi, eso no anadira, de todos modos. No perjudica a nadie. 

..-No; a nadie... ni siquiera a mi, que alli estaba, mi querido Lucifer, en un rincoén de la pieza, riendo a espaldas de todos. 

..-Mi presa, mi magnifica presa... ya estaba en mis manos; la habia conseguido. 

Hacia las tres de la madrugada, todo habia terminado. Te ofrezco, pues, joh, Amo mio!, un alma interesante, que producira mas sensacion en tu 
Infierno que las traidas por varios de mis queridos colegas, que suenan con suplantarme. 

-No, no hay quien suplante al Angel mundano. Alcanza sus éxitos con demasiada facilidad. 

—Precisamente, ése es mi dominio. Yo sé lo que sé. 

...Vuelvo a marcharme; tengo alli otras almas bajo mi vigilancia... Las fiestas proporcionan muchas en estos momentos. La mies es mucha; habra 
que enviarme demonios de refuerzo, pero demonios bien entrenados, que conozcan la vida y no bostecen sofnando. 
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—Es verdad lo que dices— -responde LUcifer—, subitamente pensativo. Reflexionaré sobre lo que me pides. Entre tanto, continua trabajando bien. 
Tu informe ha sido largo; pero me ha interesado. 

El angel mundano saluda cortesmente. Y con las alas bien abiertas, en medio de un alboroto infernal, vuelve a desceder sobre la tierra, donde 
alegres humanos se aturden inconscientemente, como los moscardones en el polvo dorado por el sol y, continuan su ronda entre dos hecatombes. 


Capitulo XXVIII 
EL DEMONIO "¢AD QUID...?" 


Y he aqui que llega otro subdemonio. 

Desde el primer momento se obtiene la impresidn de que se trata de un ser especial, caracterizado por la osamenta de su persona, cuello largo, 
con una especie de ascensor, que es su prominente nuez, cabeza oscilante... Los grandes ojos vienen a agravar mas aun aquel inquietante rostro, 
ojos que emerjen, como los de una rana. 

Al verle, creeria uno que estaba viendo un punto de interrogacion. 

Y, efectivamente, es una interrogacié6n. Semblante frio, hermético, ofensivo. 

Lucifer, fatigado con los informes precedentes, le examina con mirada dura, bajo sus cejas de fuego. Se presiente que le van a dar “una lata" 
de las pesadas. 

éDe modo que eres tu? —dice-, en tono altanero. 

—iMe reconoces? 

—-Si. Tu eres el Ad quid... jCuriosos nombre! ¢Quien te lo puso? 

—Pues mis queridos cofrades, naturalmente. 

—iQué has hecho hoy? 

—Lo que los demas. Con una diferencia: que lo que yo hago, nadie lo ve. No te traigo bocados escogidos, como esas damas y caballeros, los 
altos demonios. Mi carrera no es de las brillantes. Pero creo que a pesar de todo significara algo ante tus augustos ojos... 

—Asi lo quiero. Pero tu lo empiezas todo sin que jamas termines cosa alguna. Me gustan los demonios de accion eficaz. 

-Y sin enbargo, yo puedo presentarte hechos que demostrarian hasta qué punto eres injusto con tu pobre Ad quid. Evidentemente, yo no trabajo 
para cazar piezas. Yo preparo el anzuelo, insinuo, quebranto las iniciativas, debilito las buenas voluntades, intervengo en las donaciones 
concedidas a las obras piadosas, expurgo los testamentos. Dicto a los mejores ciertas frases que con el tiempo producen su efecto. Les digo, por 
ejemplo: ¢Ad quid?, es decir: ¢Para qué? Ese es un lema muy mio. Y yo sé que los lemas te gustan. De 61 proviene mi nombre. Y con ayuda de él, 
hago muchas cosas que tus autoritarios senores demonios no podrian alcanzar jamas. 

—Me aturdes con todas esas frases. Citame un hecho concreto; y despues , puedes marcharte de aqui. 

-—Gracias por tu benevolencia para con un pobre demonio. 

...Pues bien, he aqui el hecho concreto que tu majestad desea: un rico banquero estaba obsesionado con la idea de construir una gran casa de 
vecindad, para un centenar de familias, en uno de los suburbios. Y estaba a punto de comprometer una suma considerable en este disparate, que 
hubiera puesto a todo un pueblo en manos de los curas. 

—iHas creado entonces el obstaculo? 

-Si; y con mi Ad quid. 

...Le he dicho y repetido, en la intimidad: "jQué error! jCuadnto dinero perdido!..." Y como protestase, le he citado el ejemplo de una casa de 
vecindad, saqueada en pocos anos por los mismos obreros. Un hermoso edificio, con todo el comfort moderno... Pero a esos senores obreros se le 
habian impuesto ciertas restricciones, por el bien general. Se han sentido ofendidos. Presumian que se atentaba a su dignidad de trabajadores. Y 
luego, habia un punto importantisimo, respecto del cual no llegaban ellos mismos a ponerse de acuerdo. Unos querian una habitacion grande y 
varias pequenas... Otros exigian lo contrario, es decir: ninguna pieza grande, sino mayor numero de pequenas piezas... 

...Varios exigian que se les concediera el derecho de tener, en el patio, gallinas y cajones para conejos... Cierto numero rechaz6 el aumento 
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por la calefaccién central. Y rapidamente se formd un sindicato: divisiones, intrigas, negativas a pagar la couta de alquiler... 

...-Pero aun van mas alla... Roban los grifos de cobre, desenroscan las bombillas eléctricas, se abusa de los ascensores utilizandolos tambien 
para bajar. Las familias que tienen muchos nifnos reclaman un régimen especial, queriendo resultar mas favorecidas que las otras. Las mujeres 
toman cartas en el asunto. Aquello fué el infierno, escandalos en los hogares, celos, cartas andnimas, rifnas, procesos. 

La vejez de aquel benefactor result6 completamente envenenada. 

...Resumen: al escuchar todos los hechos que yo le citaba y que le habia considerablemente exagerado, el banquero se guarda su dinero con 
destino a una inversion mucho mas laica. 

—jPerfectamente! Reconozco que eso es algo tangible. 

—Espera Lucifer; me has pedido un hecho... Voy a citarte otro. 

—jNo muy largo!... 

—Conmigo no tienes paciencia, y deberias agradecerme lo que te voy a contar ahora. 

...He puesto mi punteria en un magnifico escritor, grande en potencia, porque aun es un escritor desconocido. ;Pero lo posee todo para llegar 
a ser formidable...! Dese hace dos anos trabaja en un libro que causara sensacion, sobre la autenticidad de los Evangelios. 

Lucifer se sobresalta. 

—jOh, tranquilizate! Me he impuesto la misién, en holocausto a tu dia astral, de desanimar a ese escritor. Le veia trabajar dia y noche, con 
ardor, con entusiasmo. Hacia acopio de documentos nuevos. En resumen: no de muy buena salud, se fatigaba mucho. Pero estaba sostenido y alentado 
por el pensamiento del inmenso bien que su libro iba a proporcionar a todos los que piensan y buscan la verdad, sobre todo a los protestantes 
que suenan con reintegrarse al cristianismo. 

—Raz6n de mas para cerrarle totalmente el paso. 

—Eso es precisamente lo que estoy en camino de hacer. La otra noche —eran las dos de la madrugada—, trabajaba todavia, a pesar de las 
protestas de su mujer. Yo le notaba nervioso, deprimido. He estimado entonces que el ambiente me era favorable. Me he acercado a él, y le he 
susurrado al oido: "Ad Quid?..., gpara qué todo ese trabajo? En primer término no te van a comprender. No te secundaran... Eso es demasiado 
fuerte para la mayoria de las inteligencias y, sobre todo, no es "comercial". Vas a hacer inutiles y anticuados un monton de libros escritos 
sobre ese mismo tema. Los autores y editores se convertiran en enemigos tuyos. 

...En conclusi6n: no encontraras editor que arriesgue su dinero en la edicidn de un libro de cuatrocientas paginas, que forzosamente ha de 
costar muy caro. 

..-No te olvides de que el papel alcanza precios elevadisimos, los salarios estan muy altos. En fin, tu libro, por hermoso que sea, no se 
vendera... Ojos tienes para ver y oidos para oir... Aunque seas intelectual, tienes ambos pies sobre la tierra. Convéncete de que la gente, en 
su inmensa mayoria, reserva su dinero, en la actualidad, para gastarlo en viajes, motos, autos, gasolina, receptores de radio, "cines"... 

..-En cuanto a esos problemas lejanos y especulativos, cien veces trillados, de la autenticidad de los Evangelios, !esos no les interesan en 
absoluto! De modo que en lugar de fatigarte el cerebro traduciendo el hebreo y quemarte los ojos, vete a acostar... j;ESo sera mucho mas 
prudente! 

—Reconozco que ese procedimiento es bastante habil. 

—Le he citado ejemplos famosos: el de Wagner, que en cierta época de su vida, no tenia dinero ni para comprar pan para su familia. Mozart 
sufrid absolutamente la misma angustia, 

..-Pero yo he insistido con toda particularidad sobre el caso extraordinario de Gounod, el cual, a pesar de su genio, ho ha encontrado ni un 
solo editor francés que quisiera imprimir su famoso Fausto. Y tuvo que ir a Londres, donde, al fin, uno, cargando con todo el riesgo, se decidid 
a publicar su obra. 

..-Y hoy dia, cuando uno quiere conseguir un lleno total en la opera, no hay mas que poner Fausto en los carteles. Pero al oir esto, Lucifer 
se inquieta y hace violentos signos denegatorios: 


—jDesdichado! No ves que destruyes todo el beneficio de tu insinuaci6n... éCdmo?... gVas a citar los desdichados comienzos de Gounod y su 
espléndido triunfo final!... g¢Citar tamben a Wagner y Mozart, que se vieron en el mismo caso?... Pero si ahi hay materia para alentar todas las 
iniciativas clericales... El camino es aspero, pero la llegada a la meta es maravillosa. Por un momento, te he creido inteligente. Pero has 


terminado convirtiéndote en cola de pececito. A pesar de tus grandes ojos, eres de vista corta... 
Vivamente enojado, Ad Quid replica: 
—Olvidas, Lucifer, que en Fausto, el gran papel lo representas tu. No es posible ver Fausto sin Mefistdofeles... 
—Pero, pobre demonio de a cuatro cuartos, si no hay comparacion posible. Te olvidas de que estoy —jy de qué modo!— en todos los Evangelios. 
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Soy yo quien, solemnemente, he tentado tres veces a Cristo. Soy yo a quien Cristo interpela. Yo, a quien El expulsa del cuerpo de los enfermos, 
en el que yo habia encarnado. ;Pretender impedir la aparicidn de ese libro con argumentos que claramente se vuelven contra ti! jeso es una 
locura! Hoy me ofreces, como regalo, una pifia magnifica... 

Subitamente, Ad Quid se rebela: 

—jSi hablamos de planchas, yo no he cometido jamas una tan monumental como la tuya!... ¢Y para llegar a qué? Hubiéramos podido ser tan 
perfectamente dichosos permaneciendo en el cielo... jEn tanto que hoy padecemos la esclavitud y el infierno!... 

—jCallate! Me estas insultando. jEres un mal demonio, un transfuga, con el aditamento de la imbecilidad! 

Fuera de si, el subdemonio salta sobre el Amo, con las garras abiertas. 

Pero el arcangel de servicio interviene, le sujeta por el cuello y le arroja brutalmente al exterior, gritandole: ¢Ad Quid...? 

éPara qué...? jBien sabes que estas amarrado para siempre!... 

Y mientras el desdichado subdemonio va dando tumbos cabeza abajo y rueda por la dura escalera de hierro, el eco sonoro repite irdnicamente: Ad 
Quid!... Ad Quid!... jPara qué!... jPara qué!... 


Capitulo XXIX 
EL HURACAN INFERNAL 


Y sobrevino la tempestad, jel huracan!... 

Lucifer, ya nervioso y fatigado, se enfurecié completamente. 

Inflamado de soberbia y acostumbrado a todas las adulaciones de sus esclavos, no ha podido soportar la insolencia de aquel subdemonio, que ha 
tenido la audacia de ver las cosas de modo distinto a como él las ve. 

Llama al arcangel de servicio: 

—iHan de pasar aun muchos demonios? 

—iMuchos...? jHay una caterva! Estan impacientes... Patalean. Y no vas a dar fin, Lucifer, si quieres escucharlos a todos. Se han agolpado 
contra las puertas. Y si no fueran de hierro, de hierro del Infierno... y si no hubieran llegado refuerzos a todo batir de alas, me habrian 
desbordado, para asediarte con el cuento de sus hazafas y sus reinvidicaciones. 

Lucifer, entonces, empuna un terrible latigo, hecho de haces de fuego, y sin detenerse, entra en la inmensa sala de espera. 

El espectaculo es terrorifico. 

Todos los demonios estan alli, apelotonados unos contra otros, gritaban, luchando, arrastrandose, aullando. Rabiosas discusiones se 
entrecruzan por encima de sus cabezas. 

No pudiendo hacerlo ante Lucifer, vociferan en pugilato sus fechorias, esperando que asi, a pesar del estruendo, Satanas se fijara en ellos. 

Yo -grita el Respeto humano—, debiera de haber pasado primero, porque tengo a todos los hombres cogidos por la garganta. Y no sdlo a la 
chusma, sino también a los hombres mas ilustres, que no se han atrevido a poner los pies en la iglesia a causa mia... ¢Me ois bien?... jA todos! 
jY durante mas de un siglo!... 

—jEso no es cierto! Ahora, retrocedes. Hay, en la actualidad, mas hombres que mujeres en las iglesias. 

—iQue te diria yo, entonces? —exclama el demonio de la Ingratitud—. Condeno, yo sdlo, mas almas que cualquiera de los que estan aqui. Cristo 
ha curado a diez leprosos... Ni uno sdlo se ha acercado a darle las gracias. Es una buena proporcioén. Yo, actualmente, lo hago mucho mejor. 

—jExageras!... 

—Pues bien: juzgad vosotros mismos. Todos los dias, todos los hombres se sientan a la mesa. Y lo hacen dos o tres veces. Fijaos en los que 
piensan en dar las gracias por el pan que comen, por el vino que beben. Fijaos en los que rezan el Benedicte, en los que hacen cuando menos la 
senal de la cruz. En otro tiempo, nuestros abuelos trazaban con su cuchillo el signo de la Cruz sobre la hogaza que empezaban a cortar. jLos 
modernos, jamas!... Y eso, por causa mia, por causa del demonio de la Ingratitud. De modo que esos ingratos me pertenecen. 

Pero su colega, el del Respeto Humano, no transinge con esa afirmacion. Y replica, colérico: 
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—Recuenta ahora a los cristianos que tres veces al dia, en la ciudad y en los campos, oyen tocar el Angelus y no lo rezan nunca. ¢Por qué? 
Pues por miedo, por respeto social. La ingratitud no tiene que ver nada en eso... jESos son mios, y aun mas numerosos que los tuyos! 

Frente a frente, con el puno tendido, convulsa la boca, horrorosos de ver, los dos demonios se ensarzan. 

No son los Unicos. Porque he ahi al demonio de la Velocidad, que, irguiéndose, grita con voz silbante: 

—iY yo? gEs que no me teneis en cuenta a mi? También hubiera querido yo, joh Lucifer!, que me hubiese correspondido el turno ante ti, para 
enumerarte a la multitud de los que he matado sobre todos los caminos de la Muerte. 

jCuantas veces he embrujado al padre que guiaba! Lo enloquezco, acelera la marcha sin mirar ni una aldea, ni un paisaje, nada mas que la 
estupida carretera, que se prolonga hasta el infinito ante él... 

...80..., 90..., 100..., 120 al ahora. Le infundo la locura de la velocidad. 

...-Lleva en el coche a toda su familia. Y no piensa en ello. 

...La madre tiembla, fijados los ojos en el indicador de marcha. 

...LOS ninos duermen, tranquilos. 

jNo tan aprisa, amigo mio! -—suplica la mujer-. 

El muy vanidoso, se rie... ;E1 es el hombre! El que no tiene miedo de nada. 

Y, de repente, un neumatico estalla... Una sacudida formidable... choque contra un arbol..., el coche vuelca, se incendia la gasolina..., la 
familia abrasada..., aniquilada. 

...Todos los dias te ofrezco esto, joh, Lucifer!, en los caminos del mundo, jlos caminos de los difuntos! 

...jOh, pero eso no es todo! Cuando se organiza un concurso de autos o de aviones, yo trabajo en gran escala. Promuevo explosiones en el 
aire..., 0 penetro en la multitud como un bdlido, causando una hecatombe entre todos los espectadores, hombres, mujeres, nifos. 

...-Reconoce, Lucifer, que para un subdemonio, ésta es, a pesar de todo, una buena tarea cotidiana, y que vale la pena de escucharme y aun de 
darme las gracias. 

Resuenan bravos frenéticos... Y de reinvindicaci6n en reinvindicacién, el incendio se propaga por la sala, cuyo pavimento tiembla. 

Todos los pequenos demonios toman parte en el alboroto, gritando, protestando, aullando, blasfemando mas que nunca. 

No dejan de unirse al griterio ni el demonio de la Costura, de colores satanicos, negro y ocre, ni siquiera el demonio de la Espuma. 

El de la Espuma, sobre todo, se hace oir por encima de todos los demas, a causa de la estridencia de sus gritos. Recuerda que su sector lo 
constituyen todos los ¢me has visto?, los exhibicionistas de la tierra que abundan en los cabarets, en los salones, y ante las multitudes. Y 
cuando se exprimen, como una esponja, las frases confusas de sus manifestaciones, no queda nada que signifique algo..., jespuma! Quiere hacer 
una exposicién de sus actividades y comienza a redondar una gran frase. Pero la multitud grita: jHu!..., jHu!... 

Y he aqui que, mucho mas pujante que él, alzase un formidable subdemonio. Es singularmente repugnante su aspecto. Barbilla de vieja, 
puntiaguda; enorme vientre y dedos ganchudos. 

Y yo —clama con voz de trueno-, soy el rey del Mundo, jpor encima de todos vosotros! Y ese mundo, lo tengo absolutamente en mi poder. 

..-Soy el demonio del Egoismo. Ya de un modo o ya de otro, todos los hombres son egoistas. El mismo Amor no es mas que un egoismo disfrazado. 
Por eso te digo, joh LUcifer!, que mas bien que a los otros, debias de haber accedido a concederme algunos minutos de tu tiempo para que te 
expusiera mis innumerables hazanas, y te recordase la extensidn de mi potencial universal. 

Y aquel demonio quiere continuar su arenga... Pero no puede ya hacerse entender. Es un estruendo ensordecedor, una batalla terrible entre 
aquellos vociferadores que, ferozmente, quieren emerger sobre los lomos arqueados y hacerse visibles ante las miradas desdenosas del terrible 
Amo. 

jYo!... jYo!... 

En pie, con los brazos cruzados y en la mano el latigo, Lucifer, el Portaluz de antano, contempla, con desprecio, a toda aquella turba 
chillona y rabiosa, que es la suya. 

jY sin embargo!... 

Si; jy sin embargo!... A pesar de su inmensa caida, casi todos conservan aun ciertos destellos de su antigua hermosura angélica. 

Asi como algunos hijos de familia, sumidos en el vicio y el deshonor, conservan, a pesar de todo, en su cuerpo y alma, las trazas indelebles 
de la dignidad ancestral, aquellos malditos, aquellos demonios, guardan todavia vestigios lejanos de la belleza de que estaban revestidos cuando 
salieron de las manos de Dios. 

Pero entregados ahora al servicio de Satanas, persiguiendo sin tregua la desdicha de los hombres, hay que mirarlos muy de cerca para descubrir 
en sus ademanes y en sus rasgos algo de la nobleza de su origen. 
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Durante algunos instantes, Lucifer los mira, con ojos que lanzan rayos. 
Luego, decidiéndose de repente: 
—jMarchaos de aqui, todos!... 


..-Habeis trabajado bien... 
...Y espero que podré contar con vosotros cuando, muy pronto, suene la hora de la gran Noche, que anunciara el fin de los tiempos y nuestra 


vuelta, como vencedores, al Paraiso reconquistado, del que habremos expulsado a Dios. 
jMi jornada se anuncia gloriosa! 
Mi consigna sigue siendo, categoricamente: 
...Proseguid, cada cual en su sector, enviandome almas. Y por todos los medios posibles. 
jAlmas! j;Almas! He ahi lo que quiero... jy con terrible ansia! 
jEl Infierno es inmenso!... 
Nunca le enviaréis bastantes. 
...He dicho. 


...jMarchaos! 
Algunas voces se alzaron para clamar: "jViva nuestro bienamado Lucifer! jViva Satanas!... 


Pero otros se pusieron a grufir en son de protesta. Entonces acudieron los Arcangeles. 
Y sin contemplaciones, duramente, brutalmente, ante los ojos del Amo, expulsaron a la muchedumbre de demonios y los lanzaron sobre la tierra, 


donde los hombres continuan armandose para la gigantesca matanza, que senalara el fin de los seres y de las cosas de este mundo... 


CUARTA PARTE 


LA RESPUESTA DE DIOS. 


Yo soy el que es... 
Satanas es la encarnacion de la soberbia y la falsia. 


Mi divino hijO le ha vencido. 
jVosotros le venceréis también! 


Capitulo XXX 


YO SOY EL QUE ES... 


En la tranquila e inefable belleza del cielo, Dios, el Sefior, ha reunido a sus Angeles, Arcdngeles, Querubines, Serafines, Tronos, 


Potestades, Espiritus celestiales y todos los Santos y Santas que han luchado, brillado y vencido sobre la tierra. 
Conmovedor espectaculo, por encima de toda descripcidn. Los ojos del hombre no han visto, sus oidos no han escuchado, su coraz6n no ha 


comprendido lo que Dios reserva a los elegidos. 
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Porque son tan hermosas esas almas privilegiadas que con la inteligencia, la voluntad, y aun con la sangre, combatieron para salvaguardar el 
reino de Dios, en ellas mismas y entre las demas... 

Ambiente de amor y de serenidad. 

Asamblea Unica bajo el signo de lo Definitivo. 

Dios asiéntase entre la Inmaculada Virgen, a su derecha, y San Miguel, glorioso y resplandeciente, a su izquierda. 

Habla entonces, en medio del atento silencio de toda la corte celestial: 

—Os he reunido para teneros al corriente de un nuevo hecho que muchos de entre vosotros, atentos a las cosas de la tierra, conocen ya 
probablemente. 

..-Hace algun tiempo, el Maldito ha celebrado un siniestro consejo de guerra, para el que convoc6é a todos los angeles, que por desdicha suya, 
le siguieron en su rebelion. 

..-Y eSa convocatoria, para qué? 

..-Porque tiene la esperanza del prdximo aniquilamiento de la Tierra, actualmente dividida en dos bloques colosales, que disponen de 
espantosos medios para su destruccion reciproca. 

...ESpera que si esa ultima catastrofe se desencadena, toda la obra de redencidn de mi divino Hijo resultara sin objeto, puesto que la Tierra 
no existira ya. 

El Maldito ha resuelto preparar ese cataclismo universal. Y, al efecto, quiere "adiestrar" a sus legiones, a fin de arrebatar, para su 
Infierno, la mayor parte posible. 

Y para conocer sus posibilidades de victoria, ha querido desplegar una Jornada propia, de Satanas, una jornada de envergadura, en la cual se 
aquilataria el valor destructivo de sus ejércitos. 

...ESa jornada de ensayo ha comenzado. Todos los demonios de todas las categorias rivalizan en celo para obedecer a su siniestro amo y arrojar 
a sus pies el mayor numero de almas posibles y especialmente las que constituyen lo mas selecto de la humanidad. 

...-Pero yo, que velo por la mata de yerba y por el pajaro que vuela sobre los campos, velo aun mas en pro del destino de las almas redimidas 
tan dolorosamente con la sangre de mi Hijo. 

...Intento, pues, responder al gesto de odio de Satanas y quebrantar su insensata ofensiva. Ese es el motivo de la extraordinaria reuni6n de 
hoy. 
.He querido dar el alerta a vuestro amor, que apoyandose en mi, ensenara, una vez mas, al Maldito que el Amor es mas fuerte que el Odio. 

.Porque yo soy El que es. 

.Yo soy Todopoderoso. 

.Soy el que pone freno al furor de las olas y el que sabe paralizar también las maquinaciones de los demonios. 
-El mundo, evidentemente, acabara un dia, como acaban todas las cosas humanas. 

.En cuanto a las decisiones sobre el fin de los tiempos, cosas son que me competen a Mi, y sdlamente a Mi. 
.Una insignificancia me basta para destruir. 

.Satanas se envanece con la pretensidn de senalar una hora determinada para el fin del mundo. 

...-Satanas es el principe de la falsia. No sabe nada de esas cosas futuras, por que Yo, el Todopoderoso, soy y sigo siendo el Juez supremo del 
dia y de la hora. 

..-Ante sus ejércitos de esclavos, afecta que sabe. 

..-Mas cuando vino a la tierra mi divino Hijo, Satanas lo ha ignorado todo. Y cuando ha comenzado a presentirlo, cuando ha intentado darse 
cuenta, recordad que ha osado tentar tres veces a Cristo para saber si, verdaderamente, era el Hijo de Dios, el Salvador prometido a los 
hombres. 

...Lucifer y sus malditos van, pues, a arreciar en su ofensiva contra las pobres criaturas humanas, y a procurar que caigan en el pecado para 
ploblar su Infierno. Pero acordaos siempre de que Yo estoy aqui para poner limites a su poder de tentacion. 

..-YO le digo, como al océano: "No iras mas lejos". 

...En cuanto a las segundas causas, si las confio a la voluntad de los hombres, es para estimular su celo y respetar su libertad, que es la 
razon misma de su mérito. 

...LO que os pido, por tanto, es que defendais a las almas particularmente en este periodo de ofensiva, que impidais que caigan, o si cayeren, 
que procuréis que reparen ampliamente el dafno que los demonios consiguieran perpetrar. 

...Tened como yo, y conmigo una inagotable piedad para con los hombres. 
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-Si, pobres seres humanos. Me compadezco de ellos, y los amo. Muchos, aqui en el cielo, han vivido en otro tiempo su vida terrestre y 
guardan el recuerdo de esa tierra tan bien llamada Valle de Lagrimas, y de los innumerables peligros que asedian a los de la Iglesia Militante. 
..Que recuerden que mi piedad los acompana hasta su ultimo suspiro. 
..YO no pongo el pie sobre la mecha que humea todavia. 
..YOo no termino de aplastar la cana ya quebrada. 
..Yo habria perdonado a Judas, que vendio a Cristo, si no hubiera perdido la esperanza en mi infinito amor. 
..Yo, habria perdonado, acaso, hasta al mismo Lucifer, si su inconmensurable soberbia no le hubiera impedido humillarse ante mi, y someterse. 
..Mis bienamados, seguro estoy de que me comprendeis, que compartis mi pensamiento, que defenderéis, con todo vuestro celo y todas vuestras 
fuerza. a aquellos por los que Cristo ha querido encarnar corporalmente, sufrir y morir. 
.jMarchad, pues, en su ayuda! Que yo advierta como vuestra voluntad se alza y fortalece ante el enemigo sacrilego, que se atreve a esperar 
una imposible victoria sobre Dios Todopoderoso. 
Y rechazadlo hasta su eterno Infierno... 
.-A Mi también me agradara saber lo que hayais hecho en estos dias de batalla, para aplacar mi sed de perdon y de salud. 
.De antemano, mi corazén late junto a vuestro corazon. 
.;YO os bendigo a todos! 
Entonces, movidos de un mismo impulso, todos los angeles, todos los santos se levantaron para aclamar a Dios. 
Las manos se tienden... 
Una llama ardiente de apostolado refulge en todos los ojos. 
Y con voz unanime, cuyo poderoso eco repercute bajo toda la béveda celeste, cantan asi: 
Christus vincit... Christus regnat... Christus imperat... jCristo ha vencido!... jCristo reina!... jCristo manda!... 
El ha vencido a Satanas... 
Nosotros con El, lo hemos vencido... 
jAyudaremos a los que luchan aun sobre la tierra para vencerlo también!... 
jGloria in excelsis Deo!... 


LA CONTRAOFENSIVA CELESTE 


LA RUDA BATALLA DEL ANGEL DE LA GUARDA 
EL CALVARIO LEVANTADO DE NUEVO 
!BIENAVENTURADOS LOS LIMPIOS DE CORAZON! 
EL ANGEL DE LA FE 

EL ANGEL DE LOS PEQUENOS PEREZOSOS 

EL ANGEL DE LA CONSOLACION 

EL ANGEL DE LA MUERTE 


Capitulo XXXI 
LA RUDA BATALLA DEL ANGEL DE LA GUARDA 
Con las alas abiertas y todo su ser estremecido por una intensa emocidén, el Angel Guardian de los nifios sube hasta postrarse ante el trono de 
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Cristo. 

—iQué te pasa, mi querido angel, para que llegues tan tembloroso ante mi? 

—Senor, puesto que me habéis invitado a hacerlo, acudo para comunicaros que acabo de librar uno de los mas duros combates de mi existencia de 
angel guardian. 

..-Y acabo de librarla de un modo absolutamente insospechado. Porque el nino que me confiasteis, fué atacado, repentinamente, por un demonio 
especial, que rugia, y con un ardor extraordinario. 

..-Si yo hubiera sido vencido en esta batalla, jamas me habria atrevido a presentarme otra vez ante Vos. 

—Cuéntame entonces tu batalla y tu victoria... 

—Sé, desde los tiempos mas remotos, hasta qué punto amais a los ninos. Hay que contar también con que sean atacados de muy distintos modos en 
Su inocencia y en su ignorancia. 

—Siempre he afirmado mi amor hacia los nifnos. El cielo es para los que a ellos se parecen. 

-Yo también, joh, Cristo!, amo a los pequenos. Me habéis confiado uno. Se llama Juan Lobo, en recuerdo del nombre de vuestro apdstol 
predilecto y del de un gran apdstol de los galos. Soy, por tanto, su angel guardian. 

...Fino, delicado, piadoso, sensible, muy sensible, no me proporciona ninguna inquietud. Durante sus vacaciones, fué invitado al campo, por la 
familia de uno de sus companeros. Como residente en la ciudad, marchd para alla con la alegria de un parisién que al fin puede respirar 
libremente... Le agradaban las tareas agricolas, ayud6 a hacinar el heno, a la recoleccién. Le gustaban mucho los animales, las flores, los 
arboles, el inmenso cielo, adonde esperaba ir mas adelante. 

Y luego, una noche, después de la cena en familia, en torno a la lampara, se pusieron a jugar a las damas, un juego bien inocente, en el que 
Juan Lobo derrot6é facilmente a la duena de la casa, no muy entrenada en aquel juego. 

Como de costumbre. ella pidid el desquite. La derrot6 por segunda vez... y otra mas después. 

En aquel momento, la senhora cansada, extendiendo las manos sobre la mesa, dijo, medio sonriente y medio disgustada: 

—jOh, este endiablado muchachito, que me gana siempre!... 

Excitado también por sus tres victorias, Juan Lobo toméd aquella mano que se abria ante él, y con un impulso bastante brusco, pero en fin de 
cuentas, impulso de chiqillo, le golped los dedos. 

Estais viendo la escena: la sefora grita, casi se encuentra mal. El marido acude, regana a Juan Lobo. Se le invita amablemente, y él se 
comporta como una bestia. 

—Pues bien —dice Cristo—-; no veo ahi nada verdaderamente grave... 

—-Ahi es, sin embargo, donde comienza el drama. El nino se siente abrumado por lo que acaba de oir. Es cierto lo que se ha dicho. Cuando debia 
de haber sido un contrincante delicado, cortés, se ha comportado como una bestia, como un individuo tosco, ineducado. ¢Y para con quién? Para 
con una madre de familia que le habia acogido tan amablemente, tratandole como si fuera hijo suyo. 

..-En aquel espiritu tierno, impresionable, todas esas pequeneces adquieren proporciones extraordinarias. 

—iPor qué? 

—Porque su demonio estaba alli, excitandolo todo, aumentando las cosas, tratando de sacar el maximo partido posible de la desesperacion de 
aquel pobre nino desamparado. jEl Maldito hallaba ocasiodn de provocar un drama, y qué drama! 

...En el jardin habia un pozo profundo. El demonio sugiere al nino que para reparar su falta y castigarse a si mismo, vaya a arrojarse dentro 
de él. 

..-Si; aquel miserable tuvo la infame crueldad de impulsar al nino a tomar aquella espantosa resoluci6n... Y a punto estuvo de conseguirlo. 

..-Apretados los dientes, aterrado, pero resuelto, Juan Lobo se dirigié hacia el pozo. Pero, advertido por el Espiritu Santo, yo habia acudido 
en su auxilio. 

Y alli, frente a frente, entre el demonio de Satanas y tu angel, j@h, Cristo!, se libr6 un combate terrible entre las sombras, combate durante 
el cual yo me sentia desfallecer, pues aquel demonio era uno de los primeros serafines de antano. 

De modo que lancé un grito desesperado invocando a San Miguel, grito que llegé a sus oidos. Pues como un relampago, el gran arcangel acudid, 
con las alas abiertas, desde lo profundo de los cielos. 

El Maldito estaba de tal modo aferrado a su presa, que aun resistid, no queriendo huir de ninguna manera. Era el tigre rugiente, negandose a 
abandonar la victima que estrechaba entre sus poderosas garras. Mas a pesar de todo, un serafin maldito no podia tener esperanzas de ganar la 
batalla contra el Vencedor de su amo Lucifer. Y con espuma en los labios, blasfemando, ebrio de 
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Capitulo XXXII 
EL CALVARIO LEVANTADO DE NUEVO 


No bien ha partido el Angel de la Guarda, cuando un querubin se presenta ante el trono de Dios. 

Su dulce semblante aparece como iluminado por el reflejo de una gran alegria interior. 

—Acaba de emocionarme profundamente el relato de un Angel Guardian. Pero ya veo de antemano que tu también, joh, Querubin mio!, me traes una 
buena nueva... 

—Muy buena, joh, Cristo! Hace mucho tiempo que suspiraba por conseguirla, pues representa la reparacidén de un sacrilegio abominable. 

—Te escucho. 

—Todo aquello, Senor, ya lo sabeis. El hecho me causaba verdadera verguenza. Ese sacrilegio, perpretado por unos jdévenes en una region cuya 
responsabilidad me compete, habiame desolado por completo; y queria a todo trance aportaros la reparacion de la iniquidad. Esto era, para mi, 
una idea fija. 

...Tal reparacion, jay!, no la veia yo por parte alguna. Parecia que la comarca, indignada en los primeros momentos, se dormia en una 
indiferencia que me desesperaba. 

—La nube pasa, el cielo permanece, mi querido Angel. 

—Hoy la nube ha pasado. Y es un poco de cielo lo que os traigo. 

—Relatame, pues, todos esos detalles. 

-Yo buscaba, joh, Cristo!, sin hallarlo, el medio de volver a alzar el Calvario derribado. 

..-Algunas damas habian hablado de una suscripcion. El senor cura también. Pero como no existe boletin parroquial, aquello era como el cazador 
que sale de caza sin escopeta. Y no se llegaba a ninguna soluci6n. 

...Yo escuchaba de la gente palabras desalentadoras. "El pueblo no es rico". jYa no hay Calvario! Después de todo, sin calvario "se puede 
vivir". 

..-Pero ya no vivia. 

...Cada vez que pasaba por el sitio donde antano se os honraba, aquel vacio me traspasaba el corazé6n. Y todo me recordaba el sacrilegio. 

..-Y al fin, en el instante mismo en que iba a perder la esperanza, observé que un viejo campesino, seguido de su robusto hijo, caminaba por 
la noche, cargado cada uno con su pesado saco. 

...-Siempre nos fijamos en las personas que transitan de noche. Y tanto mas yo, puesto que fué precisamente de noche cuando derribaron vuestro 
Calvario. 

..-¢A dénde iban aquellos hombres, a las tres de la madrugada? He notado que varias noches seguidas volvian a pasar con la misma carga y 
volvian a su casa cuando empezaba a alborear. Quise enterarme bien y averiguar qué trabajo emprendian aquellos misteriosos campesinos. 

...Los he seguido. He marchado tras el viejo, a quien abrumaba y hacia jadear el pesado fardo. Su hijo le seguia, mas cargado aun. 

...Vi con estupefaccién que se detenian junto al hoyo, donde yacia, entre el lodo, la vieja Cruz. Alli depositaban sus fardos y volvian su 
marcha hacia el pueblo proximo. 

...-Un dia, todo lo comprendi. 

...Lo que llevaban todas las noches, escondido, era cemento y arena para empotrar la Cruz entre las toscas piedras que habian quedado sobre la 
yerba, todas desunidas. 

..-Y una noche, aquellos dos hombres llegaron a la una de la madrugada, con una linterna. Evidentemente, no se habian acostado. 

..-El tiempo estaba humedo y frio. 

...Yo hubiera querido hacerme visible ante ellos, y ayudarlos. 

...-Pero como me esta prohibida tal manifestaci6n, me he introducido en sus almas. Primeramente, he admirado aquellas almas, por la sencillez 
de su fe silenciosa y profunda. Luego les he infundido nuevas energias y avivado su entusiasmo. Estuve junto a ellos cuando preparaban el 
cemento. Cuando, inclinado sobre el zdcalo del Calvario, juntaban las pesadas piedras y preparaban el agujero. 
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Bajaron luego al hoyo, y aranandose las manos con las espinas y las zarzas, buscaron y encontraron la Cruz, hundida entre el lodo. La 
limpiaron cuidadosamente. Y con toda veneraci6n, se arrodillaron sobre la yerba, y la besaron. 

Al llegar a esto el Angel se detiene unos instantes emocionado. 

—Perdonadme, Senor; pero he vivido entonces una de las mas hermosas horas de mi vida angélica. 

...-Después de satisfacer la ternura de su piedad, transportaron la vieja Cruz hasta el agujero preparado y la fijaron con cuidado y precision. 
Adverti cémo sus voluntades se esforzaban para que resultase mas sdlidamente arraigada que antes. 

...-Daban las seis de la manana en el reloj de la iglesia cuando terminaron su trabajo. 

El sol se elevaba en el horizonte, iluminando el cielo y la copa de los arboles. Luego, poco a poco, sus rayos vinieron también a besar la 
Cruz. 

A su calido beso, el antiguo bronce diriase que se estremecia y que revivia las pocas particulas de oro que en él quedaban. Esas pocas 
particulas de antiguo oro que habian resistido a todo, iban refulgiendo mas, poco a poco. Y sobre el fondo, aun sombrio, de las plantas bajas, 
la Cruz se destacé como investida de nueva juventud. 

Con su gorra en la mano, el campesino y su hijo permanecieron unos instantes en pie, como en accion de gracias ante Cristo. Y el viejo 
murmuraba: "O Crux ave, spes unica... jOh, cruz, yo te saludo; tu eres nuestra Unica esperanza!" 

—Aquello, joh, Cristo!, era conmovedor. El Sacrilegio habia sido grande. Pero la reparacidn con el bien, era mucho mas bella que espantosa 
habia sido la impiedad, con el mal. 

La emocién entra la gente del pueblo, cuando se enterd de que el viejo Calvario habia vuelto a alzarse, fué extraordinaria. 

éQuién lo levanto6? 

éY cuando? 

éY cémo? 

Y, sobre todo, jquién lo habia pagado? 

En poco estuvo que se hubiera hablado de un milagro. 

El senor cura, el domingo siguiente, dejé que su coraz6n se expansionase desde el pulpito. Expres6 todo su reconocimiento a los misteriosos 
cristianos que habian borrado la mancha vergonzosa que oprimia la conciencia de todos aquellos que habian guardado en su coraz6n el amor a 
Cristo y el respeto a la piedad de sus antepasados. 

Al terminar, dispuso que se celebrase una solemne procesion de desagravio. 

Todo el pueblo asistid a esa procesidn, acaso hasta los tres miserables, autores del sacrilegio. 

...Tambien estaba alli el Maldito. 

Yo sentia coémo su rabioso aliento pasaba por encima de las cabezas inclinadas de las muchedumbre. 

...Le he mirado cara a cara; y le he gritado yo tambien: "O Crux ave..." 

Hizose una pausa en el didlogo entre Cristo y el Angel. 

jGracias! -—dijo al fin el Salvador—. Al escucharte, he vivido contigo unos momentos muy conmovedores. Persuadete. No hay que desanimarse 
nunca. 

...El Amor sera siempre el vencedor del Odio. 

...Y Dios, que es el Amor, dice siempre la ultima palabra. 


Capitulo XXXIII 
!BIENAVENTURADOS LOS LIMPIOS DE CORAZON! 
Este angel era tan blanco que parecia diafano. Muy sencillamente, se acercod a Cristo, y le dijo: 
—Vengo directamente de un bosque de la tierra. Vengo como vanguardia de mis hermanos, y creo que os traigo, Senor, algo excelente, y de esos 


https://ia801303.us.archive.org/8/items/LaJornadaDeSatnCPierreLrmiteESP/The Satan journey © Pierre Lérmite ENG - ESP.txt 122/141 


10/9/21 9:27 https://ia801303.us.archive.org/8/items/LaJornadaDeSatnCPierreLrmiteESP/The Satan journey © Pierre Lérmite ENG - ESP.txt 


jovenes a quienes tanto amais. 

—Los amo, en efecto, porque ellos son la mies del porvenir. 

—Deseo hablaros de ellos y citaros, con todo mi coraz6n, un hecho caracteristico, del cual he sido testigo. Permitidme, primeramente, que os 
describa el lugar de la accion. 

...EStamos en pleno bosque, en una hermosa tarde de estio. Tres excursionistas, de unos veinte anos, estudiantes de una Escuela Superior, han 
decidido ir al campo, durante unos dias, para sacudir, al viento del otono, el polvo y los humos de la ciudad. 

Han levantado su tienda al pie de un viejo roble; y alegremente, han cocinado una comida sana, aunque austera. 

...SU comida ha terminado. 

..-Y ahora fuman un cigarrillo antes de ir a echarse en sus colchonetas. 

...-Por encima de ellos, los pajaros cantan su oracion de la tarde. 

..-Y algunos habitantes del bosque vienen, por curiosidad, a ver a estos seres humanos, a quienes no conocen y que no hacen sobre ellos ningun 
disparo de escopeta. 

...Obligados, en Paris y en la Escuela, a ser rigurosamente puntuales, les place charlar sosegadamente, en el silencio de la naturaleza y bajo 
los grandes arboles que los rodean. 

..-Y cada cual habla del pr6d6ximo porvenir que espera le esté reservado. 

..-El primero se lo explica asi: mi padre tiene un gran negocio de exportacién. Tiene un vivo deseo de que me reuna con él, para ayudarle y 
sucederlo. Ese es igualmente el deseo de mi madre y de toda la familia. Deduzco de eso que ése es verdaderamente el camino que la Providencia me 
designa. 

...Me propongo seguirlo por consiguiente. Y cuando mi posicioén esté bien asegurada, buscaré, sin apresuramientos, a la joven de mis suefnos, es 
decir: que tenga la misma fe religiosa, que viva en el mismo ambiente social y a la que yo crea que podré amar... 

...Fundaré, a mi vez, un hermoso hogar, como el de mis padres. Y tendré hijos, a quienes educaré en los mismos principios. Mi camino esta, 
pues, bien definido, recto, clasico. No siento el menor deseo de buscar otra cosa. 

—En efecto- responde el segundo; vas probablemente a parecerte a esos pueblos dichosos que no tienen historia. 

—jQue Dios te oiga! 

—Para mi-— prosigue el segundo, esa vida seria demasiado sencilla. Siento ansia de aventuras. Africa me tienta. He leido, con envidia y 
entusiasmo, la vida de Laperrine, de Lyautey y de Carlos de Faucauld. Amo los paises banados por el sol. Tengo buenos amigos en Dakar. El ano 


pasado estuve en Kairouan, Biskra, El-Kantara, Touggourt. Sé, por companheros de la Politécnica, que Sudan no esta muy poblado todavia... y que 
alla pueden encontrarse plazas vacantes. Iré a probar fortuna, a informarme. Sueno con una vida util, interesante, activa. Puede uno, 
evidentemente , arruinarse; pero también emprender grandes cosas... j;Sea lo que Dios quiera! 


..-¢Y tu? —termina diciendo-, dirigiéndose al tercer companero. 

—Primero-, apaga bien tu cigarrillo, antes de arrojarlo sobre la yerba seca. En el bosque, tengo siempre la preocupacion del fuego. 

Y cuando el cigarrillo estuvo bien apagado, el tercer companero tom6é a su vez la palabra: 

—Tengo el proyecto de ingresar en el Gran Seminario y hacerme sacerdote. Como mi companero, no tengo la pretensidn ni el deseo de que sea 
mediodia cuando son las dos de la tarde. Creo haber comprobado en varias ocasiones la falta, bastante acertada, de sacerdotes. ;jY es tan 
lamentable la situacid6n de un pais que carece de sacerdotes! Pensando en esto me ha asaltado la idea de ofrecerme sencillamente a Dios para 
trabajar por la salud de las almas. 

Menudearon entonces las preguntas: 


—jEso esta bien!... Te admiramos... 
—-No; no me admiréis. Sigo mi camino como vosotros el vuestro. De modo que todo esta bien. 
-—jY sin embargo!... éTe marchas sin afnorar nada?, sin sentir el abandono, la separacion, el sacrificio? 


—éEl abandono...? No. He comenzado ya a ver el mundo. Y verdaderamente, vivir esa vida, en medio de las hipocresias y de las falsedades, es 
cosa que no me seduce. En cuanto a mi familia, no tendra de qué quejarse. Porque el hijo que se convierte en sacerdote, es el que mas pertenece 
al hogar tradicional, al hogar de sus mayores; y a menudo de un modo mas profundo y sosegado que el hijo que se casa. No existe madre mas 
dichosa como la madre de un sacerdote. 

—Pero, en fin, tu sacrificas el amor humano, la mujer. 

-Si, tienes razd6n. No niego el sacrificio. Y la separacié6n, el renunciamiento, acaso esté ahi. Tengo, como vosotros un coraz6n humano. A mi 
también me agradaria tener un hogar. Pero acepto ese sacrificio, porque es la base de toda noble determinacién. Nada grande se hace en este 
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mundo sin que haya algun dolor inicial, y a veces hasta durante el camino. La flor necesita del rocio. Cristo ha dado su sangre por las almas. 
Yo daré lo que El me pida... 

Se produjo un silencio durante el cual no se escuchaba mas que el ruido de las hojas, rozandose a impulsos del viento de la noche. 

-—iY si nos fuésemos a acostar? —dijo uno—. No nos olvidemos de que manana hemos de levantarnos con el sol. 

Los tres se dirigieron hacia su tienda. Su pequena tienda de campo, linda y fuerte, esta bien anclada. Era una occasion. La habian comprado a 
una familia americana que regresaba a su pais. 

La tela era verde, bien tupida; no dejaba pasar ni una gota de lluvia. Finos ganchos de acero la sujetaban a la tierra. Tenia dos ventanitas; 
y armonizaba muy bien con el bosque, que la rodeaba con su vegetacion y sus altos arboles. 

—iY si rezasemos juntos una oracidn? —pregunta el futuro seminarista-. 

—Conformes. Empiézala tu. 

—jOh! -—sencillamente un Pater y un Ave-. 

—O mas si quieres... 

—Esta bien. Pueden ocurrir tantas cosas sin mas que una simple mirada o un apreton de manos... 

Y he aqui que en el momento en que van a hacer la sefal de la cruz, el lienzo que sirve de puerta se levanta bruscamente, y tres jovencitas 
elegantes, vestidas de claro, con faldas cortas, irrumpen en la tienda, riendo... 

Los jovenes se miran unos a otros, asombrados. 


—Somos vuestras vecinas que vienen cortésmente a deciros "buenas noches"... jy a sorprenderos por asalto! 
—iNuestras vecinas? 

-Si, si; vuestras vecinas... écon que no sabéis...? 

—No. 


—jQué pena! Entonces, raz6n de mas para explicaros. Os anunciamos, pues, que hay unas treinta jovenes que han venido a acampar ahi, muy 
cerquita de vosotros, a unos cien metros. Hasta esperabamos recibir vuestra visita. Y nos hubiera demostrado vuestra amabilidad. Pero hacia las 
nueve, cuando se ha visto que nadie venia, hemos pensado que no sabriais que estabais tan cerca de unas jovenes encantadoras... Y, muy 
sencillamente, venimos a deciroslo. 

Y como los jovenes no respondieran, ellas prosiguieron haciendo sus reflexiones, unas tras otras: 

—jQue bien instalados estais!, jes muy alegre vuestra casita! 

—Yo me quedaria aqui. <¢Y tu, Valentina? 

-Yo tambien. 

—Se aburre una tanto alla, en nuestro campamento... 

—Deberiais ofrecernos hospitalidad por una noche —exclama una morena alta-, con los brazos al aire, unas pintadas de rojo y flores en el pelo. 

—jAh, eso si que seria estupendo! Nos acompanariais a la vuelta, a media noche, a través del bosque, iluminado por la luna. jQué poético! Qué 


piensas de eso, Claudina? 
—jSi, estaria muy bien! La directora estara acostada. Precisamente, esta tarde se quejaba de su famosas jaqueca. Y yo he visto cdémo se tragaba 


un sello. 

éEntonces...? —interroga la morena-, mirando a los jévenes que se consultan entre si en el fondo del recinto. 

Y he aqui que Valentina precisa los detalles: 

—jSi que sois "suertudos"!... El bosque... Una hermosa tienda..., tres lindas jévenes, que vienen espontaneamente a distraeros un rato... ¢Qué 
mas queréis? 

—iSe rinden los sitiados? —pregunta Claudina-, riendo. 

-Si, senorita; los sitiados se rinden. Y hasta os ceden la plaza -responde secamente el de las colonias-. 

Sin afadir nada, los tres jdévenes salen y van al bosque a buscar una cabafa de lenadores, donde pasaran la noche, lejos de las posibles 
tentaciones y de las Evas demasiado modernas, que seguramente habrian sonado con una noche menos virtuosa. 

jQué imbéciles! -exclama la morena despechada-. 

Si, —responde Valentina—. jLas avellanas tocan siempre a los que no tiene dientes para partirlas! 

-Y yo —termina el Angel— he pensado que aquellos jdévenes eran bien dignos de una felicitacién especial, puesto que mediante la Unica tactica 
eficaz en semejante caso, es decir, mediante la fuga, habian burlado la red tendida aquella noche por el Maldito. 

..-Por lo demas, ese Maldito ha merodeado furioso, a través del bosque, hasta el amanecer, esperando que si habia perdido la primera batalla, 


https://ia801303.us.archive.org/8/items/LaJornadaDeSatnCPierreLrmiteESP/The Satan journey © Pierre Lérmite ENG - ESP.txt 124/141 


10/9/21 9:27 https://ia801303.us.archive.org/8/items/LaJornadaDeSatnCPierreLrmiteESP/The Satan journey © Pierre Lérmite ENG - ESP.txt 


podria acaso ganar la segunda... 

...Pero no ha ganado absolutamente nada. Mis magnificos jovenes, con su tranquilo animo, han permanecido dignos de Vos. 

Gracias os doy —dice Cristo-, a ellos y a ti también. Porque yo sé que tu no los has abandonado, y que rogaste a la Virgen, particular 
protectora de la pureza. Diles que estoy orgulloso de ellos y que mi bendici6n los acompanara durante toda su vida. 

..-Bienaventurados los limpios de coraz6n, porque ellos veran a Dios... 


Capitulo XXXIV 


EL ANGEL DE LA FE 


Respondiendo, joh, Cristo!, a vuestro llamamiento extraordinario, os traigo un alma excepcional. La de un gran sabio de la tierra. 

...ESta alma viene hasta Vos desde muy lejos, y después de jornadas muy penosas. Es, para mi, una nueva prueba de vuestro poder de atraccion 
sobre todos los seres que os buscan, y que no os buscarian si de antemano no os hubieran encontrado ya. 

—Con eso evocas ante mi la historia de numerosas almas. 

—También es asi la alma de mi gran sabio. 

..-Nacido de una familia plenamente atea, materialista, en la época de la persecucién religiosa. Educado sin catecismo, sin contacto alguno 
con un sacerdote, para este estudiante la religion era cero. Como las practicas exteriores sobreviven siempre al derrumbamiento de los dogmas, 
el catolicismo de entonces no era otra cosa que los sedimentos finales de una supersticidn caduca. Y no habia que sentirlo. Porque la Humanidad 
no podia permanecer siempre en la lactancia. 

...La Ciencia, por lo demas, iba a reemplazarlo todo. 

-Si; conozco la frase... 

Transcurrieron luego algunos anos. Aparecié un articulo resonante sobre el fracaso de la Ciencia. Y aquel articulo alcanz6, gran repercusion 
en el mundo culto y cientifico. 

...-Nuestro joven se hizo médico. Muy joven y fogoso, creyo, al principio, que todo lo iba a comprender. 

Esa creencia se debilit6 en seguida. Y, poco a poco, se sintid sumergido en el misterio universal de los seres y las cosas. 

...Sonaba ante la belleza de una flor de los campos, ante la fuerza secreta de un grano de trigo, ante la potencia de esos elementos 
infinitamente pequenhos que constituyen el cimiento de los mundos. 

...-Sonaba, sobre todo cuando alzaba los ojos hacia aquellos miles de millones de maravillosos astros lanzados por los espacios a velocidades 
regulares y vertiginosas, comparada con los cuales la tierra no es mas que una infima particula de polvo. 

...La idea del Infinito no tard6 en imponerse a su espiritu de hombre maduro. 

..-Y¥ el Infinito es Dios. 

...jCuantas veces se quedaba absorto ante la maravilla del cuerpo humano, ante la inocencia de los ojos de su hijo, que parecian aun 
completamente bafnados en el azul del mas alla! 

..-d¢El mas alla? No tenia ninguna noci6n de aquello. 

...-Por todas partes, el misterio... Y misterio aplastante para todo noble espiritu que se viene a mirar y reflexionar lealmente. 

..-Asi fué como llegdé, lo mismo que Pasteur, a través de la indiscutible idea del Infinito, a la certidumbre de la existencia de Dios. 

Pero jde qué Dios? -interrumpe Cristo-. 

—jPrecisamente! La respuesta a esa segunda pregunta era tan angustiosa como la primera. Porque un Dios, vago, impreciso, impersonal, equivale 
a la negacidn de Dios, sobre todo en el momento de los vértigos y de las grandes tentaciones de la vida. Es como una brizna de paja ante el 
torrente... 

...Tal era, pues, la segunda etapa del camino de nuestro médico. No viendo entonces otro sendero ante sus ojos, hizo suya la antigua plegaria, 
también muy vaga: 
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Faedatus, in hune mundum mei! 
Anxius vixi... 

Turbatus egrediar 

Causa causarum, miserere mei! 


Manchado, he entrado en la vida... 

He vivido aqui en la ansiedad... 

Saldré, angustiado, de aqui... 

jCausa de las penas, tened piedad de mi!... 


—iDe modo que ya presentia el pecado original? 

—-Si, Senor; se iba acercando a Vos. Sin embargo, permanecid mucho tiempo en aquel estado. Porque, como decia cierto escritor: "La duda es una 
blanda almohada para una cabeza bien constituida" 

—Frase de aficionado, y frase desdichada. 

-—Y tentado estuvo de dormirse sobre aquella frase. Alguna vez, sin embargo, anadia: "Si supiera yo donde esta el Camino de Damasco, iria a 
pasearme por él..." 

No es paseandose -responde Cristo— como se encuentra el inestimable don de la fe. 

—Por eso es por lo que habéis permitido una terrible prueba para salvar aquella alma... Este sabio ha perdido a su hijo Unico, de veinte afos, 
que a la vez era su discipulo, y que muriod en pocos dias. El padre habia puesto en él todas sus esperanzas. Le habia confiado el secreto de 
muchos descubrimientos. Aquel hijo era su razon de ser, de vivir y de trabajar... 

"jQuiero —decia a su hijo—, que mas adelante te sientas orgulloso de tu padre!" 

-Y hoy aquel padre estaba alli, vivo, ante el cadaver de su hijo, jy sin comprender aun! 

.La inevitable pregunta alzabase ante su espiritu desamparado. Pregunta que ya no era especulativa, sino tragica y personal: 

.éD6nde esta ahora el alma misteriosa que miraba por esos ojos, que hablaba por esa boca, que pensaba con ese cerebro? 

-Y alli, ante aquel lecho, donde, rigido y frio, yacia el cadaver de su hijo, el sabio medit6, y aquella meditacion le condujo al 
cristianismo. 

.Toda pregunta —se dijo—, debe de tener una respuesta. 

.Tambien la muerte, jla muerte, sobre todo!... 

.éLa nada? Respuesta absurda en medio del orden universal de las cosas, comprobado por doquiera en la naturaleza. 

.dLa otra respuesta? No puede encontrarse sino en las diferentes religiones reinantes en el mundo. 

..Pero si se comparan esas religiones unas con otras, la supremacia del cristianismo es tal que, sin discusi6n posible, es la religién mas 
hermosa, la que, para un pensador, se aproxima mas al ideal que uno se forma de la vida divina y de la ulterior a la muerte. 

-Y si es la mas hermosa, es la verdadera. Porque Dios no va a elegir una religion inferior para manifestarse a sus criaturas. 

-Y si la religion catdélica es la verdadera, ella me llama; ella no consiente que yo la ignore, que yo no obedezca a la autoridad de su 
verdad. Porque esa verdad es de Dios. ¢Tiene sus misterios? Pero el misterio se encuentra por todas partes en la naturaleza; con mucho mayor 
motivo, en la religion. 

Con lealtad absoluta, aquel sabio pidid el bautismo, comulg6. Y ha encontrado en su fe animos para continuar viviendo, y trabajando todo el 
tiempo que Dios ha querido. 

-Hoy os traigo un alma. 

.Y me atrevo a pediros que la undais a la de su hijo, que no es responsable del vacio religioso en que fué educado en su juventud. 

Adentraos, Senor, en vuestra luz y en vuestro amor. Cristo entonces, repite las palabras de su Evangelio: "Habra mas jubilo en el cielo por un 
pecador que hace penitencia, que por noventa y nueve justos que no necesitan hacerla" 

.Angel de la Fe, jcudnto te agradezco que conduzcas de ese modo hacia mi a un alma selecta!... Prosigue tu apostolado cerca de todos los que 
piensan y buscan. jLa luz ha de llegar a sus almas! 

.jCon toda mi alma, te bendigo!... 
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Capitulo XXXV 
EL ANGEL DE LOS PEQUENOS PEREZOSOS. 


Pensando rapidamente, para no quitar tiempo a los altos querubines, se acerca un timido angel guardian, tambien muy satisfecho, al parecer. 
Queria contar en pocas palabras la historia de un nino que le habia sido confiado. Y a su modesto juicio, estaba seguro de agradar a Cristo, que 
tanto ama a la juventud. 

En efecto, el Salvador sonrie viendo a este angel guardian, tan compenetrado con su mision. 

—Hablame de tu pequeno protegido. 

—-No es mal chico, y yo le quiero mucho. Pero el demonio de la Pereza, le habia adormecido, embrujado, ya desde sus primeros anos. No queria 
hacer absolutamente nada y retrocedia ante cualquier esfuerzo. Todo trabajo le repugnaba. jAh, bien sujeta tenia a su victima la gordinflona 
Pereza! 

..-¢Su ideal? Por lo pronto, permanecer en el lecho el mayor tiempo posible. Despues, ya levantado, no hacer nada con sus diez dedos. Sobre 
todo, nada de lecciones, nada de deberes, e imaginar los pretextos para no ir a clase. 

...-SOlo estaba dispuesto a una cosa, a holgazanear, a fantasear, sin desplegar actividad alguna. En resumen: la desesperaci6n de sus padres y 
la mia. 

—jNo hay que desesperar nunca!... 

—Sin duda, Senor; pero, aun asi, yo pensaba, y con gran verguenza mia, que era yo el angel de la guarda de aquel pequeno. Y que estaba mal el 
asistir con los brazos cruzados al aniquilamiento de su voluntad y de su porvenir. Entonces impulsado, sostenido por vuestra gracia, joh, 
Cristo!, me resolvi a arrancar a aquel nino, a toda costa, de las garras opresoras de la Pereza, y a lanzarlo a la vida de acci6én, que todos los 
dias reclama nuestra actividad. 

-iY lo has conseguido? 

-—Asi lo creo. He aprovechado un dia en que la Pereza estaba entretenida haciendo en otra parte una mala pasada de las suyas; y he hecho que el 
pobre nino razonase, se conmoviera a fondo y cambiase de rumbo. 

-—éY como lo hiciste? 

—jOh, muy sencillamente, pero con todo ardor!... 

—Le he sugerido, en su fuero interno, una serie de preguntas imperiosas a las que era forzoso que respondiera y que habian de inducirle a 
comprender la vergonzosa situacidn en que le habia sumido su pereza. 

..-Aquel dia, lo mismo que los anteriores, por lo demas, se hallaba todavia en el lecho a las nueve de la manana. 

Yo le he preguntado: 

—iEres tu quien ha hecho esta cama? 

Me mira, asombrado, y me responde: "No". 

—iY estas sabanas? iY esta alfombrita? iY esta habitacidn? ¢Y esta casa? 

.» aquel dia llovia a torrentes. 

...Luego, le trajeron el desayuno a aquel sefnorito... 

-—iY este café? gEsta leche? ¢Este tazén? gEres tu quien los ha hecho? sEste bollo tan calentito? ¢Esta manteca tan fresca? sEste azucar...? 

...Despues de haber desayunado lentamente, muy lentamente, porque eso fatiga, el nino se viste. 

—Esta tela, ¢eres tu quien la ha tejido? 

—No. 

..-En aquel momento, la criada abre la ventana. 

..-Aparecen los arboles. 

—iEres tu quien los plantado? iY la calzada? ¢Las aceras? ¢Los coches? 

Y he continuado siguiéndole, paso a paso, durante el dia entero, haciéndole la misma pregunta sobre todas las cosas de que se servia. 
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...1omd el tren, con sus padres, para ir de excursion. Yo le susurré: 

—iEres tu quien ha construido las estaciones, fabricado las locomotoras, los vagones, las vias? ¢Eres tu el que ha extraido el carb6én? 

..-Al fin, exasperado, el nifio me grito: 

—iA ddénde quieres ir a para con todas esas preguntas que me fatigan? 

—Unicamente a una cosa: a que comprendas que desde la manana hasta la noche no estas viendo otra cosa que el trabajo de los demas. Y que es 
vergonzoso, abominable, indigno de un ser humano el decir: "Todo el universo trabaja para mi, para mi existencia, para mi comfort. Los soldados 
se hacen matar en la frontera para que yo siga siendo frances. Y yo no hago nada, absolutamente nada, ni para mis padres, ni para la sociedad. 
Soy una nulidad completa, un parasito. Me pregunto por qué habré nacido, puesto que no contribuyo con nada a la vida de nadie. Causo disgusto 
con razon sobrada a todos los que tienen algo de coraz6n y unas gotas de sangre roja en las venas..." 

Y anadia yo: 

—Soy tu Angel de la Guarda. Pero si no reaccionas, te abandonaré a tu triste suerte; e iré a ocuparme de un nifio menos indolente y mas 
interesante que tu... 

éY entonces? —pregunta Cristo-. 

—Pues bien, de repente, con ayuda de la gracia, el nino ha comprendido. Se ha echado a llorar, y me ha suplicado que me compadeciese de él, y 
que haria todos los esfuerzos posibles para llegar a ser alguien y para hacer algo util. 

..-Naturalmente, la Pereza, furiosa, ha contratacado. Pero el nino y yo hemos rezado, le hemos hecho frente y empujandola por los dos hombros, 
la hemos lanzado, como indeseable, fuera de la casa. 

-—iY ahora? 

-—Ahora Senor, todo va bien. El nino ha tomado carifno al trabajo y trata de recuperar el tiempo perdido. 

..-He terminado, joh, Cristo! sHe sido, quizas, demasiado extenso? Pero yo tenia inmenso interés en aportaros esta buena nueva. Vuelvo 
inmediatamente a mi puesto. jTengo tanto miedo de que la Pereza, arrojada fuera de la puerta, pueda volver a entrar por la ventana! 

Cristo hace a su angel un signo de benevolencia. 

—Te agradezco que hayas salvado a uno de esos pequenos. Son el coraz6n de mi Corazon. Pero continua vigilando a tu protegido. Porque no se 
conserva sino lo que se defiende. 

Y el Angel, completamente dichoso con las palabras del Salvador, parte de alli cantando la balada celestial de los Angeles de la Guarda: 


Nuestro Senor me ha enviado 
un ninito muy avispado... 
Lindo, cual guinda madura, 
con un alma de angel, pura. 
Nuestro Senor me ha enviado 
un ninito muy avispado. 


Y, a su paso, batian palmas los angelitos del cielo, los que Cristo ha recogido de la tierra, en sus tiernos anos, los que han partidos 
banados en el llanto de sus madres; y que son como capullos de rosa en el gran Paraiso de Dios nuestro Senor... 


Capitulo XXXVI 
EL ANGEL DE LA CONSOLACION 
El angel de la Consolacioén llega tras el angelito de la guarda. 
Es un hermoso angel, hermosos entre los mas hermosos. Todo en 61 es bondad y piedad. Ha visto tantas miserias fisicas y espirituales en este 


valle de lagrimas, que no tiene mas que un gesto: el de la misericordia. 
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Cristo sonrie al divisarlo, porque se reconoce en él. 

—Angel hermoso, ¢qué vienes a decirme hoy? 

—Vengo a deciros lo que mejor que yo sabéis: que los pobres hombres nacen con una tara original tan considerable que son asediados en cuerpo y 
alma por enemigos tan inteligentes y numerosos que verdaderamente no hay quien se atreva a juzgarlos. O es forzoso hacerlos penetrados de 
misericordia y piedad. 

—Fué en la cruz donde expresé mis ultimos pensamientos. ¢Te acuerdas del Calvario? Todos gritaban, con airada voz: "jQue sea crucificado!" Y 
recordaras mi respuesta: "Perdonadlos, joh, Padre mio!, porque no saben lo que hacen". Pero me agrada particularmente tu ministerio acerca de 
los hombres; quisiera, pues, que me contases los principales detalles: 

—Penetro en las familias, en todas las familias, en los palacios, lo mismo que en las cabanas, en los hospitales de los pobres y en las 
clinicas de los ricos. Porque el sufrimiento esta en todas partes. Les digo entonces que no estan solos, que Vos estdais alli, al lado de ellos, 
que forman parte de la inmensa familia de los que padecen. Y que esa familia es sobre todo la vuestra, porque Vos habéis dicho: "Bienaventurados 
los que lloran, porque ellos seran consolados..." 

-Y tu, angel mio, me representas junto a ellos. 

—Hago, Senor, cuanto puedo. Cuando los que sufren tienen fe, todo es facil. Comprenden que el sufrimiento es la ley universal de este mundo, 
que si el grano de trigo ha de ser molido para hacer pan, que si la vid ha de ser aplastada para hacer vino, el alma humana ha de aceptar el 
sufrimiento para expiar sus faltas, y ennoblecer, con oro puro, el tosco metal de su vida... Si; j;Cuantas veces lo he comprobado! Es en el lecho 
del dolor donde suele tocarse con el dedo el magnifico poder de transfiguracion de la Fe. 

—Sin duda; pero cuando tu enfermo no tiene fe... 

—En tal caso, Sefor, mi ministerio resulta bastante dificil y delicado. Porque entonces no puedo apoyarme ya en el poder de la consolaci6én que 
represente la esperanza cristiana. 

Al oir esto, el angel se anima de un modo particular: 

—Os cito un ejemplo. Acabo de asistir a un pobre artista que va a morir muy pronto, y que lo sabe. Sufre por varias causas: por el cancer, que 
le roe, por su familia indiferente, interesada, a cuyo cargo esta. 

...-Muy inteligente, sabe lo que estorba, que molesta. Lee la impaciencia en los ojos de los que le rodean, en los coloquios en voz baja con el 
enfermero: "gPara cuanto tiempo tendremos, todavia?" 

—No pude matarme, sin embargo —me dice él—. En primer lugar, ni me quedarian ya fuerzas para ello, ni valor. 

...Sufre, ademas, con el abandono de sus amigos. En la 6época de sus éxitos, habia en torno suyo muchas personas, se le lisonjeaba mucho. Era 
el pintor de moda. Los periddicos citaban su nombre, solicitaban fotografias de sus obras. Hoy, en el horizonte mundano se han levantado otras 
estrellas. Es pobre y le han olvidado: 

—Estoy solo, completamente solo. jHorrible!, me ha susurrado muchas veces. 

—iQué le has respondido? 

—Le he respondido que era equivocado y ofensivo el pensar eso. Porque Dios esta alli muy cerca de 61, y El no abandona nunca a ninguna 
criatura que sufre e implora. 

—iDios?... Yo no lo veo... 

Y ha pronunciado ese nombre como cualquiera que escuchase el eco lejano de un nombre oido en otro tiempo. 

Entonces, yo he insistido: 

-Si, Dios esta junto a ti. Es El quien me envia. El quien te habla por mis labios. jOh, sin duda es cruel la indiferencia de aquellos a 
quienes amaste! jAy!, esa es la vida, la triste vida humana. Pero si tienes a Dios, lo tienes todo. Y Dios permite acaso tu aislamiento para que 
deposites totalmente tu esperanza en £1, y en El tan sdélo, que no defrauda jamas. 

...Y seguia hablandole, porque notaba que mis palabras iban entrando poco a poco en su espiritu. 

Una noche he ido aun mas lejos. Le he hecho esta pregunta: 

—Si sabiendo todo lo que ahora sabes de la vida, de sus vanidades y de su ingratitud, Dios te propusiera que recomenzases tu existencia desde 
el principio, saceptarias? 

El viejo artista junta entonces sus enflaquecidas manos, con ademan de espanto y me grita: "jOh, no jamas!" 

—Puesto que rechazas el pasado, acepta valerosamente el porvenir. Preparate a franquear el corto tunel que separa la sombra de la luz, la 
miserable vivienda, de la mansion definitiva... 

Y anado: Siempre se es mas dichoso que cualquier otro. Cree que hay otros mas desdichados, mas abandonados que tu. 
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Y, ademas, eres artista, es decir, sacerdote de la Belleza. Has tenido horas de supremo gozo, que los profanos no conocen nunca. 

...Ese don, que Dios te ha concedido, de comprender la Belleza, va a sostenerte en la hora suprema con el pensamiento de que te diriges hacia 
El que es todo Belleza, hacia el Dios que ha creado la luz, que ha revestido de dulzura las mafanas y de esplendor las noches, que ha extendido, 
sobre la triste tierra, la noche costelada del cielo, que ha cincelado, pintado y perfumado las flores. La muerte te transporta a un paisaje de 
indescriptible magnificencia. Y son rostros angélicos los que vas a poder contemplar. 

...La muerte es la mariposa que abandona en el borde de la zanja la larva que envolvia, para lanzarse al azul, jal empireo!... 

Junto al lecho de aquel moribundo, yo me he entusiasmado. 

..-Y, verdaderamente, he tenido la impresidn de que mi enfermo me comprendia; y que desde lo profundo de su espiritu, su oracidn se levantaba 
hasta Vos, la plegaria del humilde artista dirigida a quien es el Artista supremo. 

—Cree, mi hermoso Angel, que no defraudaré la esperanza que hiciste nacer en el alma de ese pobre moribundo. 

—jGracias Senor! Y ya que habéis deseado que descubriese ante vos un trozo de horizonte, permitidme deciros que mi misterio, como el 
sufrimiento, carece de limites. 

...Despues de haber visitado a los moribundos, me acerco a todos los que perdieron a algun ser querido, y comento vuestras bienaventuranzas. 

...Yo les recuerdo que la esperanza cristiana esta henchida de inmortalidad, que la muerte no es mas que un "hasta luego", que el cristiano no 
debe llorar a los suyos, como esos desdichados que no tiene fe... 

...-Dios reunira en el seno de una felicidad definitiva a los que se aman y fueron separados. 

...Y mientras esperan ese momento de volver a verlos, los cristianos pueden ya volver a encontrar a sus difuntos en la oracién, en las misas 
celebradas por el descanso de sus almas. El contacto entre los vivos y los muertos no se ha roto jamas. 

..-Y en el ultimo dia de los que viven, los difuntos que no fueron olvidados, no olvidaran tampoco, a su vez. Acudiran al encuentro del alma 
que avanza, toda temblorosa, por entre el inmenso misterio de la Eternidad. 

..-He aqui, Senor lo que les digo bajo diversas formas. Es siempre la esperanza, jla esperanza, a pesar de todo!, lo que trato de hacer que 
florezca sobre la senda humana. 

—jSobre tu hermosa senda!— dice Cristo, como final, contemplando a su Angel con especial amor. Nunca te reprocharé el que hayas sido demasiado 
bueno, porque yo lo seré siempre mas que tu. Ahora, parte de nuevo. El sufrimiento te llama. 


Capitulo XXXVII 
EL ANGEL DE LA MUERTE. 


Alto, solemne, llena la mirada de melancolia, el Angel de la Muerte, aparece ante Dios. Y, timidamente, sus labios murmuran como una 

lamentacidén que se repitiera a si mismo: 

—Vengo, Senor, porque es preciso venir. Pero son angustias, dolores, lo que principalmente os traigo. No me acostumbraré jamas a la terrible 
mision de que me habéis encargado, es decir, ja la Muerte! 

—Te comprendo, Angel. TU no has conocido jamds la terrible prueba de la Muerte. Yo he pasado por ella. Y he apurado su abominable amargura. 

—Todos los dias veo esa muerte en torno mio y en circustancias diversas, pero todas espantosas y llenas de misterio. Veo morir a nifos en 
brazos de sus madres. 

—Esos, se transforman en el acto en hermanos tuyos en el paraiso azul. 

—Veo morir a jovenes en el umbral de la vida, cuando mas halagiieno les sonreia el porvenir. 

—El jardinero tambien corta flores que aun no son mas que capullos; y son las mas preciadas. Los mismos paganos decian ya: "Aquel a quien aman 
los dioses , muere joven". 

—He visto morir a padres de familia, vigorosos, en plena juventud. 

—Los hombres derriban tambien arboles escogidos, y es para hermosos fines. Yo mismo he muerto a los treinta y tres anos... jy de qué muerte! 

—He visto morir a ancianos... 
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—Eso es muy normal. Es como si se adormecieran entonces, al término de la ruda jornada. Extienden sus miembros fatigados en brazos del suefno 
del Muerte, que les trae calma y los prepara para la hermosa resurrecci6on de las claras mananas. 

—Senor, considerandolo desde el cielo tenéis respuesta para todo. Mas permitidme volver a deciros lo penosa y bafada en lagrimas que es mi 
mision sobre la tierra. Yo, Angel inmortal, no veo otra cosa que la Muerte, y la veo bajo todos sus aspectos. 

-—Y algunos hay que deben ser hermosos. Reconoce que algunas veces tienes, a pesar de todo, conmovedores consuelos. 

—jOh!, eso no lo niego. Ayer noche, por ejemplo, he aqui la carta encontrada bajo la almohada de uno de vwuestros elegidos. Esta bastante 
arrugada, porque este esfermo, que sufria mucho, la leia todos los dias. 

—Me agradaria oirtela leer: 

El angel, entonces, leyo: 


Dios mio, yo sé que en este mundo todo ha de tener su fin: el roble y la cana, el insecto y el hombre. 

Yo, creado por Vos con mejor arcilla, acepto, pues, la muerte. 

Acepto el sufrimiento que la precede, la limitacién de mi actividad, la esclavitud humillante que me imponga. 
Acepto la decadencia de este cuerpo, del cual estuve antano tan orgulloso. 

La acepto como expiacion de mi orgullo y de mis faltas, como purificaci6n necesaria para ser admitido en la mansion de la Luz y de la Paz. 
Una profunda esperanza continuara floreciendo en mi ante la negrura de la tumba. Creo que mi Redentor vive. 
El ha vencido a la muerte. Yo la venceré también. 

Mas para hacer frente a este supremo combate, imploro vuestra gracia omnipotente. 

Porque yo no soy mas que miseria y pecado. 

Y Vos sois Todo. 

jDios y Senor mio, tened piedad de mi! 


—He ahi, joh, Angel mio!, la expresién consoladora de un alma bellisima. 
—Sin duda, Senor; pero almas como esa no abundan, pueden contarse. 
—El apdstol Pablo escribia: "Me canso de vivir. Avido estoy de ver el fin, la descomposicidén de mi cuerpo, y de llegar a Cristo" 
-Si, pero jcuantos otros son indiferentes, frivolos...! 
"No tengo mas que un placer, decia un viejo pecador a su médico; jmis remordimientos!" 
—Un placer de verdad inquietante. 
—Muchos enfermos mueren sin ninguna reaccion espiritual. Otros, exasperados por el sufrimiento, llaman a la muerte, no como el apdstol Pablo 
Sino como el término de sus males, como un salto hasta la nada. Hay quien se la procura, aunque la tema. 
"No es la muerte lo que me da miedo, decia un célebre escritor, sino morir" 
—Comprendo ese temor. jY, sin embargo...! 
Para la mayoria la muerte es la catastrofe sin explicacién humana. Ella es la que provoca las mas terribles interrogaciones; surgen de lo 
profundo de las almas angustiadas y llegan hasta mi, implorando una respuesta. ¢Por qué el dolor? ¢Por qué la muerte? 
.Ese pintor, enamorado de la Belleza, que se queda ciego. 
.Ese musico, atacado de sordera. 
.Ese enfermo sin esperanza, roido hasta los tuétanos por el cancer. 
.Esa nueva madre, que muere, dando la vida a un ser. jque abominable contradiccion! 
.El minero, asfixiado en fondo del pozo. 
.El marino en el fondo del mar. 
-El soldado caido, mutilado, sobre el campo de batalla. 
..Vuelvo a deciros, Sefhor, que no puedo acostumbrarme a ver todas esas tristezas, esas desolaciones, esos horrores. 
“Mi amado Angel. Tu dolor es mi dolor. Yo tambien, en la tierra, he pasado por 61. Y mi Santa Madre, y mis apdéstoles. Y con ellos, todos los 
que han vivido en este valle de lagrimas. 
—Pero gpor qué Senor, por qué? 
—Angel, estas evocando el inmenso misterio. 
—Levantad para mi, Sefhor, un poco del velo. Si yo comprendiese mejor, seria mas fuerte. 
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—He aqui lo que puedo decirte, el sufrimiento es el precio de toda redencidn de uno mismo y de los demas, el precio de todo enriquecimiento 
del alma, el precio de toda una eternidad de descanso y de dicha. 

...El sufrimiento es ese "no se qué" de refinamiento que la desgracia afnade a la virtud. 

...ESta verdad es terrible y cruel. Pero es tambien la realidad palpable que todo hombre valeroso debe mirar frente a frente. 

..-El mundo mismo, tan frivolo y vanidoso, forzado esta a descubrirse ante ella. Y uno de sus escritores ha podido decir, con precision, a la 
que rindo homenaje: 

éEl hombre? Un aprendiz; el dolor, su maestro, 
y nadie conoce mientras no ha padecido. 

...Bajo el arco de triunfo de la tierra, es el misero, pero glorioso despojo del soldado desconocido lo que honran los hombres; y no es del 
mas rico banquero, rebosante de oro. 

...La tierra es la prueba. 

...La muerte, el transito. 

...La Eternidad, la llegada a lo definitivo. 

..-Y esa es la raz6n por la que la Iglesia, audazmente llama dia del natalicio al dia de la muerte: Dios natalis. 

..-No hay discusié6n posible sobre esa verdad. Se impone desde el pecado original. Por eso es por lo que he lanzado a la humanidad esta 
afirmacion desconcertante: 

jBienaventurados los que sufren! 

..-Si, ellos, contra todas las apariencia humanas, son los bienaventurados. Ellos, y no los demas. 

El angel entonces, se inclina ante Cristo, que se ha levantado para dar mayor solemnidad a su respuesta. 

—jQué misterio, Senor, hasta para un angel! 

—Para el hombre, el misterio esta en todas partes. El del Dolor y el de la Muerte tendran cabal respuesta mas adelante, cuando la pobre 
inteligencia de la criatura humana esté en condiciones de enfrentarse con esta inefable cosa que es el amor de Dios. 

..-Y he ahi lo que el Maldito no ha querido admitir. Se ha negado a inclinarse ante las forzosas consecuencias de ese amor. No ha querido 
aceptar que yo, Hijo de Dios, me hiciese hombre para rescatar al hombre, porque yo lo amaba. 

...Lo que debe consolarte a ti, Angel de la Muerte, es que mucho mas frecuentemente de lo que crees eres tt el tambien el Angel de la Vida. 

—No comprendo, Sefor. 

—Aunque seas un angel, hay muchas cosas que ignoras. Que sepas ahora que Dios prodiga al moribundo gracias extraordinarias. Entre la muerte 
aparente y la muerte real, hay a veces un momento en que el moribundo ve. de repente, el sol esplendoroso. Entonces, el sentimiento de sus 
faltas arrojara, quizas, sobre él como una claridad liberadora, que instantaneamente puede provocar un acto de contriccion perfecta. 

..-Asi el otro dia, un desdichado, exasperado por querellas de mujeres e impulsado por el Maldito, se arroj6 desde un tercer piso a la calle 
para matarse. Mas durante los pocos segundos que duro su caida, ha gritado: "Dios mio, tened piedad de mi..." 

Y Dios ha tenido piedad de él. 

...Otro ejemplo: cierto industrial, que no practicaba, completamente absorvido por sus negocios, conduce su coche a gran velocidad. Sin 
embargo, al pasar ante una iglesia, consagrada a mi Santa Madre, observa la imagen de la Virgen sobre la puerta de la entrada. Entonces, por un 
residuo de la costumbre heredada de sus mayores, sube a sus labios un rezo de otro tiempo, una sencilla invocacion, casi infantil... 

...-Pocos segundos despues, su coche sufre una brutal colisidn con otro. Y muere en el acto. 

...-Pues bien; su rezo, el sencillo rezo de un nino, repito, dirigido a mi Madre, ha pasado ante el tribunal de Dios. 

éHa salvado su alma? —pregunta el angel-. 

-No se ha perdido. 

Otro ejemplo aun —dice Cristo-: 

...Un tabernero que no vivia sino para sus viejas botellas y que jamas habia pensado en que existia Dios y en que él tenia alma. Ese hombre, 
durante su agonia, ha recibido tal gracia, que ha muerto besando casi avidamente el crucifijo. 

...Y esa mujer mundana, herida por la muerte en pleno baile... 

Al decir esto, Cristo se concentra: 

—Me repugna el mundo, que es hipocresia y engano. Sin embargo, esa mujer ha hecho algun bien. Ha sufrido con la muerte de sus padres, para los 
cuales fue buena hija. Entraba alguna vez en la iglesia a rezar a la Santisima Virgen. Ha prestado ayuda a su viejo cura rural. Ha entregado 
algun dinero para obras benéficas, cuando venian a pedirselo a su domicilio. 
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...10do eso ha sido considerado. Dios no olvida ni un vaso de agua, aun en medio de multitud de faltas. Y por eso ha admitido a esa mujer a la 
expiacion. 

..-Nadie sabe si uno es digno de amor o de odio. Porque nadie sabe la fuerza de las tentaciones sufridas ni la calidad de las gracias 
dispensadas. 

...El papel tuyo, Angel de la Muerte, consiste en dulcificar el dolor del trdnsito, recordando incansablemente la bondad infinita de Dios para 
los que han vivido en su amor. Acuérdate de la mujer fuerte de la Sagrada Escritura, que despues de haber noblemente vivido entre su marido y 
sus hijos, rie en la misma cara de la Muerte que se presenta ante ella: Ribedit in die novisimo. 

...-Presentia de antemano la indecible felicidad del cielo, la dicha de vivir para siempe entre las almas selectas, y ante panoramas cuya 
belleza no puede imaginar el hombre... 

...Pero es preciso pregonar tambien la Esperanza..., el perddén de los pecados. Ciertamente, son tributarios de mi justicia, pero sobre todo, 
de mi amor. Acuérdate del buen ladron. Por definicio6n la Esperanza es, como la Fe, una virtud de la tierra. En el cielo no existe ya, puesto que 
se esta en posesidn de su objeto. Haced, pues que esa Esperanza resplandezca hasta en la noche mas obscura, en la deseperacidn mas espantosa, 
hasta el ultimo instante del ultimo minuto de la vida. Dum spiro, spero. Mientras yo respire, esperaré... 

...YO sabia todo eso, joh, Cristo! Mas para mi, j;cuanta fuerza tiene el oirlo de vuestros labios! No soy mas que un angel que ha sufrido, y no 
debo morir. Que esa sea mi disculpa ante vuestros ojos por las palabras de desaliento que acaso os hayan podido ofender. 

—Mi amado angel. La piedad, la interrogacién angustiosa, no me ofenden. Me acuerdo demasiado del pobre despojo humano en que me converti, bajo 
el peso del dolor, en el Huerto de los Olivos. 

..-Alli fué donde bafnado en sudores de sangre, y ya sin fuerzas, he clamado al cielo: "Padre mio, si esto es posible, aparta de de mi este 
caliz!" 

...Y he afadido aun: "Padre, ¢gpor qué me habéis abandonado?" 

..-Asi pues, yo tambien... yo, tu Dios, jhe temblado ante la Muerte! 

Mi Padre no ha dejado de amarme. 

..-Y yo tampoco dejaré de amar jamas a los atormentados que alzan manos desesperadas en la noche de su agonia. 

...Ven junto a mi, Angel de la Muerte. Luego, lleva a todos los que van a morir el beso que te doy, este beso de mi indefectible amor. 

Muy emocionado, el Angel recibe, en su frente, el beso de Cristo. 

Después, recobrado ya, vuelve a descender, hacia los que agonizan en la tierra, hacia todos los que estan al borde la Muerte. 

jDadles a todos, Senor, el descanso eterno!... 


CONCLUSION 


ASAMBLEA FINAL DE LOS CIELOS 
ASAMBLEA FINAL DEL INFIERNO 


En el cielo: "jMagnificat!,,,' 
En los Infiernos: Decepcidn inmensa... 


Capitulo XXXVIII 
ASAMBLEA FINAL DE LOS CIELOS 
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Y se celebré, en el cielo, una inmensa, una indescriptible asamblea, algo asi como una anticipacion del juicio final de la tierra. 

Los pocos angeles que llegaron en primer lugar hasta el trono de Cristo no eran mas que la vanguardia del inmenso ejército celestial. 

Y cuando los innumerables angeles del cielo hubieron dicho, repetido y difundido en lo Invisible la consigna de Cristo, pidiendo a todas las 
almas cristianas un esfuerzo extraordinario para combatir contra el ejército del Maldito, se produjo un movimiento magnifico, entusiastico hacia 
todo lo hermoso, lo bueno y lo puro, un esfuerzo universal para reparar las ruinas acumuladas por Satanas, y orientar al maximo toda vida, 
individual y social, hacia la totalidad del Ideal religioso. 

Sin darse exacta cuenta de la profunda raz6n de aquel repentino ardor, las almas se dejan conducir. Se abandonan, se entregan a aquel impulso, 
como esas grandes aves marinas que con las alas abiertas se dejan transportar por las impetuosas corrientes cuyo origen providencial ignoran. 

En las iglesias, los sacerdotes, animados de un intenso celo, hablan a las multitudes, con extraordinarios acentos de juventud y de fe. Una 
atmosfera misional se extiende por todas partes. 

Y los feligreses escuchan y siguen las palabras orientadoras. 

Las obras de las juventudes y las obras benéficas penetran mas profundamente en la vida de las masas obreras. 

Todos los paises aparecen surcados por exploradores, excursionistas, colonias de vacaciones y peregrinajes, sobre todo en los santuarios de la 
Santisima Virgen. 

En la época en que la Técnica y la Mecadnica llegan a su apogeo para orgullo de los hombres, fué forzoso echar un puente sobre el Gave y 
ensanchar el territorio de Lourdes, donde se agolpaban masas de todas las clases sociales. 

Y alla, en Fatima, un nuevo santuario se abria a la piedad del mundo, y sus resplandores 

Hasta los enfermos que no podian acudir a esos santuarios a implorar su curacién, se resignan a un sufrimiento que ahora comprenden mejor; y 
lo ofrecen por la remisidén de sus pecados, por la salud de sus hermanos, y uniéndose al sufrimiento de Cristo. 

La conciencia publica que cada dia hundiase un poco mas, frena su descenso y recobra, poco a poco, su imperativo categdérico imponiendo a cada 
cual el sentido de su responsabilidad individual y social. 

Cansada, harta de ciencias exactas y de numeros, la nueva generacion siente la nostalgia del misticismo, la sed de la sencillez, el anhelo de 
soledad, de silencio y de contemplacion. 

Los "“cines" han dejado de interesar; sus imagenes, ficticias y violentas, han extenuado hasta la imaginacio6n popular. 

Lo "nuevo" no existe ya. 

Ha sonado la hora del retorno a las tradiciones eternas. 

Las Congregaciones redoblan su celo y su fervor. A pesar de la reaccién brutal de las salvajes persecuciones provocadas por el Infierno, las 
Misiones abren por todas partes nuevos surcos en el campo inexplorado del Padre de familia, surcos por los cuales corre aun, frecuentemente, la 
sangre de los martires. 

No sdlo son evangelizados los paises habitados por razas de color, sino que a su vez dan ellos tambien sacerdotes y religiosas a la Iglesia. 

Millares de leprosos son cuidados en sus respectivos paises por Hermanas, angeles de la extrema caridad de Cristo, entre las cuales se 
encuentran los mas hermosos nombres, segun el mundo. 

Sin duda, la batalla dura atn, porque siempre se librara batalla sobre la tierra. Pero como el Amor es mas fuerte que todo, mas fuerte que la 
Muerte y que el Odio, se baten con la esperanza en el coraz6n, porque la victoria final se dibuja netamente, a pesar del furor desesperado de 
Satanas y de todos sus satélites. 

Cristo habia dicho a sus apdstoles: "Predicad el Evangelio hasta los confines de la tierra". 

Mas que nunca, a causa del esfuerzo extraordinario que se le ha pedido, la Iglesia se aplica a la obediencia. Y hay ahora misioneros en los 
hielos del polo y en el fondo de los mas caldeados desiertos de los paises ecuatoriales. 

Y todos esos esfuerzos, esa voluntad absoluta de responder al llamamiento de Cristo, son los que hoy vienen a confirmar sus fieles. 

Llegan de todos los puntos del horizonte. Y como el Apocalipsis de San Juan, son ya tan numerosos que nadie podria contarlos. 

Sube de los labios de esas multitudes una inmensa plegaria de amor, una plegaria gigantesca, una plegaria irresistible, en honor de Dios, de 
Cristo, de su Santa Madre. 

Sin duda habia alli heridos en numero incalculable. Llevaban las huellas de la ruda batalla que habian sostenido durante la tierra. En ciertos 
momentos que habian sido arrastrados entre sangre y lodo por el Maldito. jBatidos, pero no vencidos!... Porque, obstinadamente, se habian vuelto 
a levantar una y otra vez hasta el momento mismo en que la muerte les habia acogido, luchando aun, luchando siempre, esperando hasta en su 
agonia: 
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De profundis clamavi ad te Domine!... 

Y hoy, conscientes de la totalidad y de la gravedad de los peligros que habian corrido, habiendo sentido cémo pasaba por su rostro las feroces 
rafagas del abismo donde el Maldito reina, no eran los ultimos en proclamar entusiasticamente su reconocimiento, su gratitud hacia los que, en 
lo Invisible, los habian arrancado, y a menudo muy a punto, de las garras de Satanas. 

Ciertamente su oracidn en acci6n de gracias era particularmente conmovedora. Mas por encima de ella, y aun mas cerca de Cristo, subia una 
oracion de los que pasaron por la tierra como si su alma no tuviera cuerpo, flores de lis muy blancas, florecidas en medio de todas la 
podedumbres de las pasiones humanas. 

Y aquellas alabanzas se elevaban en el Empireo como un perfume infinitamente delicado, por encima de las demas. 

Mas cuando en aquella reunion plenaria de las fuerzas cristianas del mundo, aparecidé Cristo vencedor, y su Santa Madre, bendita entre todas 
las mujeres, un Magnificat surgid impetuoso de todas las almas, un Magnificat indescriptible, que retumb6 como un trueno de amor por encima de 
la Iglesia militante, sufriente y triunfante, y cuyo poderoso eco hizo que temblasen hasta las puertas fuertemente cerradas del Infierno: 

Mi espiritu glorifica al Senor, que ha labrado en mi tantas cosas. El, el Todopoderoso, ha derribado a los soberbios... Ha enaltecido la 
mansedumbre de los que le han amado. jMagnificat!... jMagnificat!... 


Capitulo XXXIX 
ASAMBLEA FINAL DEL INFIERNO 


A la misma hora, en el negro y profundo abismo, guarida del Maldito, se celebra la reunion general de Satanas. 

Es el fin de su jornada, la que debe aportarle la prueba tangible de su fuerza, y la esperanza de la victoria, cuando suene la hora, ya 
proxima de la conflagacidén general. La gran hora siniestra en que los dos bloques en que se divide el mundo, se arrojen, armados hasta lo 
inverosimil, uno contra otro. 

Todos los demonios llegan, lentamente, orgullosamente, muy satisfechos del mal que han perpetrado sobre la tierra, pretendiendo cada cual, en 
alta voz haber corrompido mas almas que los demas... 

La Soberbia, la Avaricia, la Lujuria, la Envidia, la Gula, la Ira y la Pereza, se situan solemnenmente en primera fila. Es el estado mayor de 
Satanas, y estima que le corresponde ocupar el primer puesto en esta manifestacion oficial de la infernal omnipotencia. 

Tras ellas, sin guardar orden, vienen los demonios, los subdemonios, tan orgullosos y satisfechos de si mismos como los arcangeles, el Respeto 
humano, la Ingratitud, el Demonio mundanal y todos los demas vociferan sus fechorias, enumerando las almas que cayeron en sus trampas personales 
y a las cuales han arrastrado hasta los Infiernos. 

Forman alli una densa masa que grune, grita, aulla. Cada uno emplea los codos para adelantar a otro, para lanzarse sobre las espaldas de los 
vecinos y conseguir que se fije en 61 el gran Amo, cuya aparicioén sensacional e inmediata se espera. 

De aquellas tropas infernales asciende una emanacion pesada, insoportable, compuesta de todas las corrupciones de la tierra, de todas las 
podedumbres de las almas sobre las que acaba de actuar aquel ejército de demonios. 

Cada cual, estimando que su victoria personal debe promover la victoria general, espera con impaciencia la aparicidn del Jefe, que va a 
proclamar el resultado oficial de la ofensiva extraordinaria de su famosa jornada. 

Y tambien ha de otorgar las recompensas que todos creen haber merecido. Los subdemonios estan persuadidos de que recibiran el nombramiento de 
demonios, y los demonios esperan sus ascensos a Arcangeles, Querubines, Tronos y Potestades. Sin modestia alguna, cada cual propala ya sus 
titulos, lanzandolos a la circulacion. 

—jYo he conquistado mas almas que todos vosotros! -grita el Demonio del Respeto humano-. 

jNo tantas como yo! —responde el del Escepticismo-. 

Y el Demonio mundanal, siempre tan peripuesto, rizado y perfumado, alza desdenosamente los hombros por encima de aquellas hordas populacheras 
y sin educacion. 

Lucifer tarda mucho en presentarse. Si la puntualidad es la cortesia de los reyes, no es la del sefhor Satanas. De modo que la sala empieza a 
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poblarse de rumores. Porque muchos de aquellos astutos demonios tienen citas en cabarets, "cines" y otros centros terrenales. Citas a las que no 
quieren faltar. Porque alla se divierten bastante mas que en el Infierno, lleno de sollozos y de rechinamiento de dientes. 

jAl fin!... 

Abriéronse las altas puertas, de par en par; un ruido de cadenas resuena sobre las losas. 

—jRodilla en tierra— claman los dos Arcangeles de servicio. 

Los obedecen... o no los obedecen... Hasta se burlan en algunos rincones, donde se juntan las cabezas fuertes, los recalcitrantes. 

Lucifer, por lo demas, no les presta la menor atenci6n. 


No parece que esté contento el Amo —susurra la Soberbia al oido de la Envidia-. 
En efecto, Lucifer, habitualmente ni amable ni asequible parece que esta, aquella tarde, de execrable humor. Rostro seco, hosco, concentrado, 


ojos verdes, que lanzan relampagos por toda la sala. Y en la boca, aquellos dientes amarillentos que rechinan entre sus torvos labios. 

—jSilencio!— grita con voz estentorea tajante. 

Todos callan. 

jHabla!... 

Entonces, dejando caer pesadamente cada palabra, como el martillo cae sobre el acero... 

Luciffer dice: 

—Voy a informaros del resultado final de la jornada. 

Y Satanas anade, ironicamente: 

—j;De mi jornada!... 

...ESperaba que me la proporcionariais magnifica. Porque cada uno de vosotros me aseguraba que habia realizado maravillas y obtenido una 
victoria decisiva y resonante. 

...Deberia yo poder deciros, por tanto, acumulando soberbias hazanhas, que esa victoria era total. 

...-Pues bien... jNada de eso! Es la derrota, y la derrota absoluta. 

Consternacion en parte de la asamblea. 

Lucifer continua: 

—Aqui, como en la tierra, hay inteligentes y hay imbéciles. 

...LoS inteligentes, los que saben ver y preveer, ésos, me han mentido, exagerando hasta el absurdo los efectos de un éxito particular. 


...LOS imbéciles se han engafnado a si mismos. 
Por lo demas, Cristo ha recobrado casi todas aquellas almas que pretendiais haberme entregado. 
...-La aventura del buen ladrén, salvado en el ultimo instante, se ha repetido en millares de casos. Sé que el Purgatorio rebosa de almas que 


hubieran debido cien veces pertenecerme y que habéis dejado que se me escapen. Sabéis bien, sin embargo, que un alma no es verdaderamente mia 
sino cuando esta en mi reino. 

..-Mientras flote en las regiones intermedias que separan la muerte aparente de la muerte real, jamas estara uno completamente seguro de que 
la poseo. Cristo y su Madre tienen tantos medios de actuar, de inspirar a un moribundo el arrepentimiento, que hacen que se me escape, con todo 


acierto, de mis garras ya tendidas hacia él. 


...-Eso lo sabéis bien. 
...-NoO oS envanezcais, por tanto, de hazanas terminadas lamentablemente. Y no venddais la piel de un cristiano antes de que esté verdaderamente 


extendida sobre las losas de mi Infierno. 
...LO repito: unos han mentido, y me han mentido a mi jel Pricipe de la Falsia! ¢Podrian creer por un solo instante que me enganarian su 


vanidad y sus exageraciones? 


...Los otros se han dejado arrollar como bisofos. 
..-Y yo, que al principio de la jornada, entreveia ya la aurora de la Victoria, he tenido que cambiar de tono, rapida y vergonzosamente. 


...SoOis vosotros, por diversas causas, los responsables de la inmensa derrota. 


...De modo, que os arrojo a todos... 

...jMarchaos de aqui!... Los unos a la tierra, a las almas de los miserables que a vosotros se parecen. Los otros, los inutiles, a vuestras 
guaridas, donde no hay ni luz, ni paz, ni esperanza... 

...La ilusidén se desvaneci6... j;Ya no sois mas que condenados, y para siempre! 

Lucifer termina en un tono en que la amargura se mezcla con la rabia: 
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Si hubierais sido menos soberbios, si hubierais confiado menos en 


—jHe, aqui, pues, una decepcion mas que viene a afnadirse a tantas otras!... 
vosotros mismos, deberiais de haber llegado. Porque jamas nos fueron tan favorables las circustancias. 

jMenos soberbios! —dice-, muerto de risa en un rincon, un pequeho subdemonio, poco respetuso. ¢Y El? 

-Si, marchaos de aqui. Devoraos los unos a los otros. Para lo que hacéis, siempre quedaréis bastantes. 

Entonces, un rugido sordo, que va acrecentandose, un rugido de sorpresa, de decepcion y de furor, alzase de las bocas de toda aquella masa 
infernal, hasta tal punto que se hubiera creido por un instante que todos aquellos demonios iban a lanzarse sobre su Amo, y a exterminarlo. 

Pero Lucifer, el gran Arcangel caido, les parecié tan feroz, tan terriblemente fuerte, que una vez mas inclinaron la cabeza y aceptaron el 
ultraje, como perros bajo el latigo del amo. 

Por otra parte, el estado mayor, tras cierta vacilacio6n, les da el ejemplo de la sumision y de la huida. 

La Soberbia, siempre altanera, con la cabeza erguida, se marcha por un lado... 

La Envidia, mas amarilla que nunca, desfila por otro. 

La Avaricia las sigue, cerrando los punos huesudos, que crujen. 

Otro tanto hace la Ira, rechinando los dientes y buscando, en torno suyo, sobre quién se podria lanzar. 

Es la Pereza la que sale la ultima, arrastrada por la Lujuria, abrumada. 

-—jY sin embargo, cuanta gente le he traido! —dice, gimiendo-. 

La Gula pronuncia la palabra final: 


—jAun en el mismo Infierno, la virtud no es recompensada!... 
Cuando las siete grandes desfilaron, la masa de demonios y subdemonios fué arrojada fuera de las puertas, a badillazos y latigazos, por los 


Arcangeles de turno. 
Y toda aquella horda oscura, pegajosa, vomitando a su vez blasfemias contra Lucifer mas bien que contra Dios, se dispers6 a los cuatro vientos 


del espacio. 
La famosa jornada habia terminado. 
Solo en la inmensa sala donde flota siempre el pesado hedor de todos los malditos, Lucifer contempla el vacio, con ojos cansados. 
Lentamente, extiende sus alas rugosas, y parte de alli, sin rumbo, hacia esas inmensidades del tedio donde por doquiera estan la Deseperacion 


y la Muerte... 
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